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^his  little  story  of  abounding  grace  is  a  re- 
of  “  The  Christian  Hero,”  published  ori- 
guu^iiy  by  Morgan  &  Chase,  London,  who  have 
in  about  twelve  months  disposed  of  thirty  thou¬ 
sand  cof  js  of  it. 

The  reader  is  entitled  to  ask  why  the  title  is 
changed  :  and  this  brief  preface  is  principally 
intended  to  account  for  the  change,  as  well  as 
to  acknowledge  some  very  slight  verbal  altera¬ 
tions  and  omissions. 

The  change  of  title  has  been  made  because  it 
seems  to  savor  of  the  prevailing  tendency  to 
glorif,  nan  and  to  make  notorieties  of  those, 
every  step  of  whose  salvation  is  designed  and 
'ited  to  abase  them  before  the  God  of  their 
nation,  who  both  in  their  conversion,  and  in 
hat  follows  it,  has  “  purposed  to  stain  the 
of  all  glory.”  It  is  not  for  a  moment 
|ipposed  that  the  author  of  this  sketch  used 
’e  from  any  sympathy  with  the  man-ex- 
ndencies  of  the  age.  Every  page  of 
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throughout ;  and  indeed  its  Christ-glorifyi } 
character  emboldens  us  in  the  change  of  tit  j 
as  also  in  the  other  slight  alterations  we  have 
■ventured  to  make  in  the  text :  for  we  cannot 
doubt  that  the  author,  whether  approving  these 
or  not,  will  at  least  excuse  the  liberty  taken,  as 
proceeding  from  the  desire  that  our  common 
Lord  may  be  glorified. 

The  omissions  and  alterations  are  only  oi 
expressions  and  statements  which  we  dee1' 
verbally  opposed  both  to  Scripture,  and  1 
those  views  of  grace  which  are  obviously  deep' 
seated  in  the  heart,  and  habitually  expound 
by  the  lips  as  well  as  the  pen  of  the  author,  a, 
which  were  the  spring  and  source  of  all  Robei  v, 


Annan’s  godly  sorrows,  joys  and  toils. 


Some  few  foot-notes  have  been  added,  taking 


exception  to  expressions  and  sentiments  which 
are  deemed  by  those  concerned  in  reprinting 
this  book  to  be  unscriptural but  which  they 
did  not  feel  at  liberty  to  omit.  These  notec 


speak  for  themselves.  We  live  in  the 

»  u  - 
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ous,”  or  rather  “difficult  times”  of  “the 


days,”  foretold  by  the  Holy  Spirit  thre 
Paul — times  in  which  many  of  those  who  might 
be  expected  to  confirm  and  testify  the  trut1 
attacking  its  very  foundations.  And  w’  "v mf 
is  safe,  for  the  gates  of  hell  shall  n< 
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lagainst  our  Rock,  it  well  becomes  us  in  every 
f  thing  to  seek  to  return  to  Scriptural  accuracy  ; 
about  which  wre  cannot  be  too  zealous. 

With  these  explanations  we  commend  this 
little  work  to  American  readers,  not  at  all 
doubting  that  God  will  use  it  to  the  edification 
of  His  saints,  and  to  the  salvation  of  perishing 
men,  and  thus  to  the  glory  of  Christ  Jesus, 
“  who  came  into  the  world  to  save  sinners 
and  who  saved  Robert  Annan  that  he  might 
be,  in  some  sense,  like  him  who  styled  himself 
“  chief  of  sinners,”  “  a  pattern  ”  of  all  long 
suffering  to  them  who  should  afterwards  be¬ 
lieve  on  Him  to  life  everlasting. 

Charles  Campbell. 

Philadelphia ,  December ,  1868. 
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PREFACE. 


There  is  an  old  story,  the  substance  of 
which  is  this — from  sin  to  grace,  and  from 
grace  to  glory.  The  story  has  its  variations  of 
person,  place,  time  and  circumstances ;  but  the 
outcome  of  it  is  ever  the  same — salvation  is  of 
the  Lord.  The  first  part  is  known  to  all,  for  it 
tells  of  sin.  The  second  part  is  stranger  than 
fiction,  for  it  tells  of  grace.  The  first  part  is 
this:  a  sinner  buckles  on  his  armor;  flings 
down  his  challenges  to  the  Almighty ;  ad¬ 
vances  to  battle  against  Him ;  is  emboldened 
by  sundry  successes  ;  finds  a  secret  pleasure  in 
fighting  against  so  great  odds  ;  and  laughs  at 
the  thunderbolts  of  heaven.  In  part  the  second, 
matters  are  reversed.  The  Almighty  advances 
against  the  sinner ;  shoots  him  through  and 
through  with  sharp  arrows,  but  they  are  arrows 
of  light ;  heaps  coals  of  fire  upon  his  head,  but 
the  fire  is  love ;  and  obtains  a  victory  with  the 
shedding  of  no  blood  but  that  of  the  Conqueror. 
The  upshot  strangely  enough  is  this — the  sinner 
1*  (v) 


VI 


PREFACE. 


takes  up  arms  and  begins  to  fight  in  deadly 
earnest  against  himself.  There  is  now  a  solemn 
league  and  covenant  between  the  Saviour  and 
the  saved  one,  and  they  are  henceforth  devoted 
friends. 

The  following  narrative  is  that  same  story  of 
sin  and  salvation.  It  is,  I  need  hardly  say,  no 
finely-spun  fiction,  but  plain,  genuine  fact. 
Though  far  too  hurriedly  written — written  as  it 
has  been  in  weary  hours  snatched  from  the 
incessant  demands  of  a  laborious  town  minis¬ 
try,  it  is  earnestly  commended  to  the  grace  of 
God  and  the  sympathies  of  all  who  pray — “Thy 
kingdom  come !’’ 

Dundee. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

WANDERING. 

“  All  we  like  slieep  have  gone  astray ;  we  have 
turned  every  one  to  his  own  way  ;  and  the  Lord 
hath  laid  on  Him  the  iniquity  of  us  all.” — Isaiah 
liii,  6. 

“I  was  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  did  not  love  the  fold; 

I  did  not  love  the  Shepherd’s  voice, 

I  would  not  he  controlled. 

“I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  did  not  love  my  home, 

I  did  not  love  my  Father’s  voice, — 

I  loved  afar  to  roam.” 

Robert  Annan  was  born  at  Ililltown,  Dun¬ 
dee,  on  the  5th  of  October,  1834.  He  was  the 
son  of  respectable  parents,  who  sent  him  when 
a  child  to  school.  The  boy  was  fonder  of  play 
than  of  books;  and  often,  instead  of  striving 
to  master  his  lessons,  he  was  contending  with 
his  fists.  Active  even  to  restlessness,  he  would 
rise  before  the  break  of  day,  and  hie  to  the 
fields  for  sport.  To  secure  his  early  awaking 
he  would  hang  out  at  his  bedroom  window  a 
string,  one  end  of  which  was  fastened  to  his 
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ankle ;  at  early  morn,  ere  yet  any  one  in  the 
house  was  astir,  his  companions  came  and 
pulled  the  string,  and  the  sleeper  arose.  Fear¬ 
less  and  fond  of  daring,  he  would  plunge  into 
the  water — river  or  sea — wherever  and  when¬ 
ever  he  found  an  opportunity.  He  would  bathe 
in  time  of  frost  or  snow,  and  quickly  became 
an  accomplished  and  courageous  swimmer. 
He  attained  such  ease  and  power  in  the  water 
that  he  was  named  “  The  Water-dog ,”  and  this 
mastery  he  successfully  turned  to  one  of  the 
noblest  uses,  that  of  saving  human  life. 

As  he  grew  up,  the  native  wildness  of  his 
character  developed  itself  with  alarming  rapid¬ 
ity.  He  became  ret'kless,  wayward,  ungoverna- 
.ble,  and  fierce.  Neither  his  master  nor  his 
parents  could  hold  him  in  check.  His  passion¬ 
ate  and  lawless  nature  would  frequently  break 
through  all  bounds,  and  spend  its  force  in  ter¬ 
rible  doings,  like  the  foaming  billows  upon  the 
sea-shore.  Yet  amidst  all  this  impetuosity  and 
violence  of  character,  there  was  something  gal¬ 
lant  and  chivalrous  in  the  man — he  was  kind- 
hearted  and  generous  to  a  fault. 

At  the  age  of  fourteen  he  was  apprenticed  to 
a  merchant  as  clerk  ;  but  he  would  not  settle  at 
the  desk,  and  after  his  time  had  expired  he 
served  his  father  as  a  mason.  Ere  this  he  had 
begun  to  frequent  the  tavern,  and  speedily  be- 
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-came  a  ringleader  in  drinking,  swearing,  fight  • 
ing,  and  kindred  vices,  till  at  last  he  found 
himself  in  prison,  where  he  lay  for  three 
months.  Sobriety  and  sense  returned  with 
solitude  ;  and  as  he  lay  in  his  cell  he  resolved 
to  amend  his  ways.  Weary  of  his  involuntary 
confinement,  he  prayed  to  God  for  release  ;  and 
foolishlj'  imagined  that  the  sincerity  of  his 
heart  and  the  goodness  of  his  resolutions  were 
so  meritorious  in  the  sight  of  God,  that  an  an¬ 
gel  might  he  sent,  as  in  the  case  of  Peter,  to 
deliver  him  out  of  prison.  No  angel  came  save 
the  angel  of  justice  :  at  the  end  of  three  months 
Robert  was  free.  But  his  good  resolutions, 
like  the  green  withes  with  which  Samson  was 
bound,  vanished  in  the  presence  of  the  first 
temptation.  He  seemed  now  to  be  hopelessly 
gone  in  folly.  His  father  gave  him  a  sum  of 
money  and  sent  him  to  America,  where,  instead 
of  recovering  himself,  as  he  had  promised, 
and  his  friends  expected,  he  made  a  fresh  start 
in  the  devil’s  service,  and  played  the  part  of 
the  prodigal  son  in  the  far  country.  Although 
he  had  suffered  shipwreck  on  his  way  to  the 
New  World,  and  escaped  death  as  by  a  hair¬ 
breadth,  he  no  sooner  set  foot  on  land  than  he 
plunged  headlong  into  sin,  faster  even  than  be¬ 
fore.  In  his  utter  abandonment,  one  night,  in 
a  freak  of  mad  indifference,  or  of  wild  desp  air, 
o 
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he  threw  himself  across  a  railway  and  slept, 
escaping  destruction  only  by  some  miracle  of 
God’s  providence. 

His  money  was  now  spent  and  his  clothes 
worn  out.  After  sundry  adventures  he  passed 
from  the  States  into  Canada,  and  during  the 
rigors  of  winter  he  went  about  shivering  with 
cold,  and  weak  through  hunger  and  want, 
searching  for  employment,  but  in  vain.  Here 
he  met  a  man  who  had  pity  on  the  forlorn  wan¬ 
derer,  and  took  him  to  his  house.  It  happened 
that  this  man  subsisted  by  rearing  swine,  and 
for  a  time  Hobert  literally  acted  the  part  of  the 
prodigal  son,  and  assisted  his  host  in  feeding 
the  swine.  Finding  no  suitable  emploj'ment, 
Robert  enlisted  in  the  100th  Regiment,  which 
shortly  afterwards  went  to  England  and  en¬ 
camped  at  Aldershot. 

In  the  army  he  met  with  Christian  friends 
who  took  a  kind  interest  in  his  welfare,  ten¬ 
dered  him  good  advice,  and  prayed  and  labored 
for  his  salvation.  Wherever  he  went  during 
his  unconverted  days,  as  he  used  to  tell,  he 
was  continually  met  and  followed  by  the 
prayers  and  loving  offices  of  earnest  Christians. 
This  he  attributed  to  the  sovereign  grace  of 
God,  which  pursued  him  from  hill  to  valley,  till 
at  length  the  Good  Shepherd  laid  the  wander¬ 
ing  sheep  upon  his  shoulders  and  brought  him 
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"back  to  the  fold.  It  may  here  he  mentioned 
that  his  godty  friends  in  the  army  continued 
to  pray  for  him  long  after  he  had  forsaken 
them,  plunged  anew  into  folly,  and  disap¬ 
peared  ;  nor  did  they  cease  their  intercession 
until  they  heard  of  his  conversion. 

Let  those  who  are  praying  for  the  uncon- 
werted  he  encouraged  to  hope  and  wait.  Is 
it  not  written  ? — ■“  Ask  me  of  things  to  come 
concerning  my  sons,  and  concerning  the  work 
of  my  hands  command  ye  me.” — Isaiah  xlv,  11. 

But  to  return.  For  a  short  season  the  stern 
restraints  of  the  service,  together  with  the  in¬ 
fluence  of  Christian  fellow-soldiers  and  others, 
wrought  some  external  reformation  on  Robert ; 
and  being  now  employed  as  a  teacher,  he  began 
to  respect  himself  and  be  useful  to  others. 
Suddenly,  however,  one  day  the  old  spirit  of 
evil  obtained  the  ascendency,  and  he  deserted. 
Disguised  in  the  cast-off  clothes  of  a  peasant, 
with  a  tattered  jacket,  a  boot  on  one  foot  and  a 
shoe  on  the  other,  he  pursued  his  way  across 
fields  and  through  hedges  towards  London, 
which  he  reached  in  a  miserable  plight.  His 
liberty  brought  him  small  pleasure,  for  he  knew 
not  what  to  do  or  where  to  go.  Seeing  a  com¬ 
pany  of  marines,  he  went  and  enlisted  in  the 
naval  service,  for  the  sake  of  the  bounty,  on 
•which  he  made  merry  and  managed  for  a  day  or 
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two  to  forget  bis  misery.  This  did  not  last  long. 
He  bad  deserted  because  bis  regiment  bad  been 
ordered  to  Gibraltar,  and  to  be  stationed  on  the 
rock  be  imagined  would  prove  to  him  sheer  im¬ 
prisonment.  And  now  bis  ship,  the  u  Edgar,” 
was  sent  to  that  very  place.  In  this  be  marked 
the  band  of  that  God  whom  be  was  constantly 
striving,  but  in  vain,  to  forget.  From  the  deck 
of  the  “  Edgar ”  be  could  see  bis  old  comrades 
of  the  100th  Regiment  on  the  rock.  lie  became 
extremely  unhappy.  Might  they  not  discover 
that  Robert  Mackie  (be  bad  now  assumed  bis 
mother’s  patronymic)  was  none  other  than 
Robert  Annan  the  deserter  ?  Every  time  be 
saw  a  red-coat  be  fancied  be  was  about  to  be 
seized.  Conscience  began  to  upbraid  him,  till 
at  length  he  was  constrained  by  the  voice  within 
to  give  himself  up  as  a  deserter. 

After  suffering  punishment  for  bis  offenses, 
be  again  resolved  to  turn  over  a  newr  leaf,  and 
now  thought  be  bad  done  with  sin  for  ever. 
In  this  spirit  be  wrote  to  bis  parents,  who  pro¬ 
cured  bis  discharge,  and  Robert  returned  to  bis 
father’s  bouse,  seemingly  a  sadder  and  a  wiser 
man.  One  truth  be  well  knew :  in  one  text  of 
Scripture  be  believed, — “  The  way  of  trans¬ 
gressors  is  bard.” — Prov.  xiii,  15. 
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RETURNING. 

“Him  that  cometli  to  me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast 
«out.” — John  vi,  37. 

“Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God; 

He,  to  save  my  soul  from  danger, 

Interposed  His  precious  blood. 

“Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 
Daily  I’m  constrained  to  be! 

Let  that  grace,  Lord,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  Thee.” 

As  yet  Robert  Annan  knew  only  his  own 
righteousness  and  strength.  He  had  aban- 
doned  the  tavern,  the  theatre,  and  his  old  com¬ 
panions.  He  became  proud  of  his  newly -begun 
moralities,  and  began  to  reckon  himself  “  as 
good  as  there  was  any  use  for.”  When  the 
doctrine  of  the  new  birth  was  discussed,  he 
poured  contempt  upon  the  very  idea  of  being 
born  again,  and  went  the  length  of  saying  that 
the  narrative  of  our  Lord’s  life  was  got  up  by 
designing  men.  A  few  days  after  this  discus¬ 
sion,  he  went,  in  the  strength  of  his  new  refor¬ 
mation,  to  a  public-house,  to  fetch  away  from 
the  scene  of  temptation  a  friend  of  his  own. 
2*  (IT) 
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His  friend  signified  his  willingness  to  go,  if 
Robert  would  consent  to  drink  a  single  glass- 
He  did  so  ;  but  immediately  the  desire  to  drink 
another,  and  remain  with  the  company,  took 
possession  of  him.  The  rest  I  need  not  tell ; 
a  drunken  carousal  followed.  Next  morning 
he  looked  around  upon  the  total  wreck  of  his 
resolutions,  his  reforms,  and  his  hopes.  The 
dog  had  returned  to  his  vomit.  He  was  filled 
with  confusion  and  alarm.  “What!'’  he  said 
to  himself,  “  has  it  come  to  this  again  ?  Am  I 
past  all  redemption  ?  Surety  I  have  sold  my¬ 
self  to  the  devil !  What  shall  I  do  ?”  Cha¬ 
grin  at  the  failure  of  his  good  intentions  and 
solemn  vows,  confounded  his  pride  and  stung 
him  to  the  quick.  The  gall  and  wormwood  of 
remorse  embittered  his  soul,  and  a  melancholy 
feeling  of  hopelessness  began  to  possess  him. 

That  night  he  was  so  far  humbled  as  to  go 
to  a  revival  meeting — one  of  a  series  of  meet 
iugs  then  being  held  in  the  Kinnaird  Hall.  In 
those  days  (1SG0-G1)  the  Spirit  of  Cod  was 
working  very  gloriously  in  the  town  of  Dun¬ 
dee,  and  throughout  the  land.  Many  were 
awakened  from  the  deadly  sleep  of  sin  and 
self-righteousness,  and  many  were  seeking  and 
finding  the  Lord,  some  of  whom  have  since 
finished  their  course  and  gone  to  be  with  Jesus  ; 
but  the  greater  number  remain,  and  are  walk- 
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ins  with  God  to  this  day.  The  meeting  was 
addressed  hy  ministers  of  the  town,  and  by 
brethren  from  a  distance,  amongst  whom  were 
Mr.  George  Campbell,  of  Free  North  Church, 
Aberdeen,  and  Mr.  Duncan  Matheson,  men  of 
God  who  have  been  signally  owned  of  the 
great  Master  in  the  conversion  of  many  souls. 
In  after-years  he  spoke  with  gratitude  of  the 
blessing  he  received  that  night  through  Mr. 
Campbell  and  the  other  speakers.  During  the 
meeting  Robert  felt  as  if  he  were  a  target  for 
every  shooter ;  the  arrows  of  conviction  stuck 
fast  in  his  conscience ;  eternal  realities  burst 
upon  his  view,  and  the  powerful  strivings  of 
the  Holy  Spirit  baffled  his  endeavors  to  main¬ 
tain  a  sullen  reserve. 

At  the  close  of  the  meeting  he  felt  disposed 
to  join  the  company  of  weeping  inquirers,  but 
shame  prevented  him.  As  he  stood  upon  the 
door-steps  a  young  man  exhorted  him  to  de¬ 
cide,  and  then  bade  him  good-night,  saying, 
“  We  shall  meet  at  the  judgment-seat.”  “  The 
judgment-seat,”  repeated  the  trembling  sinner 
to  himself;  “yes,  yes,  it  is  true  I  must  go 
there.”  Every  old  truth  seemed  now  to  flash 
new  light  into  his  soul.  Just  as  he  was 
going  to  enter  the  inquiry  meeting,  the  hall 
door  was  closed  in  his  face,  and  he  reeled 
down  the  steps,  exclaiming,  “  Great  God,  am  I 


20 


A  BRAND  FROM  THE  BURNING. 


shut  out  of  salvation  forever  ?”  Away  he  went 
to  the  house  of  a  friend,  who  assured  him  he 
might  find  an  entrance  into  the  hall  by  another 
door.  In  breathless  haste  he  returned  to  seek 
the  door,  but  in  vain.  These  are  small  matters  : 
but  to  an  awakened  soul  such  things  seem  to 
speak  with  the  voice  of  God. 

At  the  midnight  hour  he  entered  my  room 
and  stood  before  me,  his  eyes  wild  and  red  with 
excitement,  and  his  countenance  black  and 
terrible.  His  whole  body — a  frame  of  iron — 
shook  and  quivered.  Knowing  something  of 
the  man,  I  feared  he  was  about  to  lay  hands 
upon  me  and  take  vengeance  for  some  word  of 
reproof.  Yery  different  was  the  case.  Robert 
had  now  no  blows  but  for  himself,  and  with 
words  of  keen  and  cutting  self-condemnation 
he  asked  the  question  of  questions,  “  What 
must  I  do  to  be  saved  ?”  I  pointed  him  to  the 
Lamb  of  God,  but  in  vain  ;  Robert  went  away 
as  he  came,  smiting  on  his  breast  and  calling 
aloud  for  mercy. 

In  his  wretchedness  he  resolved  to  retire  to 
the  top  of  the  Law,  a  hill  which  rises  almost 
from  the  banks  of  the  Tay  and  overlooks  Dun¬ 
dee,  and  spend  the  night  in  solitude  and  prayer. 
But  although  a  child  could  find  its  way  to  the 
summit,  and  he  had  been  familiar  with  the  hill 
and  its  environs  from  infancy,  Robert  failed  to 
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reacli  the  sought-for  solitude.  “  I  could  see  no 
hill,”  he  afterwards  said  to  me  :  “  the  mountain 
of  my  sin  rose  before  my  eyes,  and  the  wrath 
of  God  like  a  mist  blinded  me.”  A  voice  then 
seemed  to  say,  “  Go  to  Camperdown  woods, 
where  you  used  to  desecrate  the  Lord’s  Day, 
and  end  your  existence.”  As  he  pondered  this 
suggestion  he  said  to  himself,  “  If  I  do  so,  what 
next  ?”  He  shuddered  at  the  thought,  and 
turned  his  back  on  Camperdown  woods.  Then 
the  voice  said,  “  Go  to  Eeres  hill,  wdiere  you 
used  to  break  the  Sabbath,  and  pray  to  God  on 
the  spot  where  }'ou  sinned,  and  He  will  forgive 
you.” 

It  appears  to  be  a  common  device  of  Satan’s, 
either  to  drive  to  despair,  or  draw  into  false 
peace.  If  a  man  utterly  despairs  he  may  be 
easily  induced  to  destroy  himself;  if  not,  the 
rebound  from  despair  will  be  some  desperate 
penance  and  lying  trust. 

Kobert  did  not  go  to  Eeres  hill  to  do  pen¬ 
ance  ;  but  returning  home  he  went  to  a  hay¬ 
loft,  where  during  the  night  and  all  next  day, 
for  the  space  of  thirteen  hours,  he  lay  on  his 
face  before  God,  and  with  agonizing  cries 
pleaded  for  mercy.  Strange  indeed  was  the 
scene  enacted  in  that  hay-loft.  Too  familiar 
had  that  sinner  been  with  deeds  of  violence 
and  of  blood ;  but  the  hay-loft  struggle  waa 
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more  terrible  than  any  he  had  ever  passed 
through..  Surely  the  angels  were  looking  down 
upon  that  once  hardened  blasphemer  and  ex¬ 
claiming,  “Behold,  he  prayeth!”  Light  and 
darkness  were  in  conflict ;  grace  and  sin  were 
striving  for  the  mastery  ;  Christ  and  the  devil 
contended  for  that  soul ;  while  heaven  and  hell 
seemed  to  hold  their  breath  in  expectation  of 
the  issue. 

Alarmed  at  his  absence,  his  parents  and 
sister  sought  him  next  day,  and  discovering 
him  by  hearing  his  groanings  in  the  hay-loft, 
induced  him  to  enter  the  house  ;  but  he  could 
neither  eat,  drink,  nor  sleep,  and  for  three  days 
the  conflict  went  on,  his  darkness  for  the  while 
deepening,  his  anguish  growing  more  keen,  and 
his  burden  more  intolerable,  as  he  lay  bemoan¬ 
ing  himself,  and  crying  with  a  piteous  voice  for 
help. 

In  company  with  my  friend,  Mr.  Campbell,  I 
went  to  see  him,  and  found  him  in  a  darkened 
room,  alone  and  upon  his  knees,  panting  and 
pleading  for  mercy  like  one  who  had  not  five 
minutes  to  live.  Like  many  an  awakened  sin¬ 
ner,  he  was  evidently  seeking  peace  with  God 
by  trying  to  pray  himself  into  a  better  state  o  f 
heart,  instead  of  looking  out  to  Jesus  as  “the 
Lord  our  Righteousness.”  “  Robert,”  said 
we  to  him,  “  you  are  looking  for  a  sign  from 
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JieaYen.  You  think  if  you  heard  a  voice  assur¬ 
ing  you  of  salvation,  or  felt  some  strange 
thing  within  you,  you  would  then  believe  and 
rest  on  Jesus.  God  gives  j-ou  his  word  ;  why 
will  you  not  rest  on  that?  The  Gospel  of 
Christ  1  is  the  power  of  God  unto  salvation  to 
every  one  that  believeth.’  Believe,  and  it  will 
be  the  power  of  God  unto  salvation  to  you. 
‘  Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  thou 
shalt  be  saved.’  Jesus  says,  ‘  Him  that  cometh 
to  me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out.’  ” 

Bobert  confessed  he  had  been  seeking  a  sign 
from  heaven,  and  had,  in  fact,  but  a  little  be¬ 
fore  we  entered,  listened  in  the  hope  of  hear¬ 
ing  a  voice  say,  “  Robert,  your  sins  are  all  for¬ 
given.”  It  is  difficult  to  convince  an  uncon¬ 
vinced  sinner  of  sin  ;  and  it  is  equally  hard 
to  convince  a  convinced  sinner  of  salvation 
through  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.  But  this  is  the 
work  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  Robert  was  near  the 
kingdom,  but  he  was  not  at  that  hour  sensibly 
brought  in.  We  left  him  where  we  found  him,  at 
the  Mercy-seat.  At  the  end  of  three  days  he 
was  enabled  to  lay  hold  upon  the  word  of  Jesus, 
“  Him  that  cometh  to  me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast 
out.” — John  vi,  31.  There  he  cast  anchor,  and 
although  in  after-years  he  encountered  many  a 
storm,  no  blast  was  ever  able  to  drive  him 
from  his  moorings.  He  was  safe  on  the  Rock. 
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Thus  the  grace  of  God  obtained  a  victory 
over  the  stout-hearted  sinner.  And  the  victory 
was  complete.  The  man  of  iron  nature  became 
soft  and  impressible  as  melted  wax.  His  fierce, 
turbulent,  and  ungovernable  passions  were 
hushed  into  a  settled  calm :  the  lion  had  become 
a  lamb.  His  proud,  fighting,  desperate  temper 
was  changed  to  meekness,  and  a  little  child 
could  lead  him.  The  mainspring  of  sin  in  his 
heart  was  broken.  What  pains  and  penalties, 
military  and  naval  discipline,  imprisonments, 
bonds  and  bands,  hunger  and  thirst,  poverty 
and  nakedness,  good  resolutions  and  solemn 
vows,  moral  reform  and  remorse,  the  labors  t 
and  prayers  of  the  godly,  the  tears  and  en¬ 
treaties  of  parents,  narrow  escapes  from  death 
and  the  smitings  of  God's  providence,  had 
utterly  failed  to  effect,  was  accomplished  as  in 
a  moment  by  the  power  of  the  Iloly  Ghost. 
The  fierce  wind,  the  earthquake,  and  the  fire 
assailed  this  stronghold  of  Satan  in  vain ;  but 
when  the  still,  small  voice  of  pardon,  bringing 
peace,  stole  in  upon  the  rebel’s  ear,  immediately 
the  citadel  was  won.  Down  went  the  proud  flag 
of  rebellion,  with  its  mottoes,  Sin,  Self-will, 
Self-trust,  Independence  of  God  :  and  up 
went  the  banner  of  Jesus  and  Salvation,  and 
on  the  banner  was  written  “  LOT  E.”  Old 
things  had  now  passed  away,  and  all  things 
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were  become  new.  Rejoicing  in  the  efficacy  of 
the  blood  of  Jesus,  he  could  now  sing: — 

My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee, 

Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  divine! 

Oh,  hear  me  while  I  pray, 

My  guilt  Thoutook’st  away, 

Now  let  me  from  this  day 
Be  wholly  Thine. 

May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire: 

As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 

Oh,  may  my  love  to  Thee, 

Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire. 

When  life’s  dark  maze  I  tread, 

And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  Thou  my  guide; 

Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 

Wipe  sorrow’s  tears  away, 

Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 

Thus  did  Robert  Annan  now  sing  ;  so  did 
he  teach  others  to  sing ;  and  the  same  song  of 
salvation  through  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  will 
he  sing  amidst  that  great  congregation  whose 
praises  never  cease. 

And  how  many  weary  souls  have  rested  on 
that  same  word  of  Christ’s ! — “  Him  that 
cometh  to  me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out.”  In 
the  faith  of  it  great  minds  and  weak  intellects 
have  launched  out  into  eternity.  Bishop  But- 
3  * 
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ler,  when  dying,  expressed  his  fears  that  the 
Lord  Mould  not  receive  him.  His  chaplain 
reminded  him  that  Jesus  had  said,  “  Him  that 
cometh  to  me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out to 
which  the  bishop  replied,  “  I  never  saw  that 
before  and  the  great  thinker,  with  the  sim¬ 
plicity  of  a  child,  pillowed  his  head  upon  the 
promise,  and  fell  asleep. 

“  How  did  you  obtain  deliverance  ?”  I  asked 
of  one  who  would  be  reckoned  amongst  Paul’s 
“  weak  things.”  “  Ah,  sir,”  was  the  reply,. 
“  the  more  I  struggled,  the  deeper  I  sank  in  the 
mire,  till  at  length  I  got  deliverance  through 
the  smallest  word  in  the  Bible.  In  my  ex¬ 
tremity  this  promise  came  to  my  heart  with 
power,  ‘  Him  that  cometh  to  me  I  will  in  no 
wise  cast  out  and  I  got  relief  to  my  soul,  not 
so  much  from  what  He  said,  as  from  seeing 
who  said  it.  Ah,  sir,  that’s  a  glorious  ‘  I.’  ” 
The  simple  woman  had  seen  the  glory  of  the 
Only-begotten  of  the  Father,  full  of  grace  and 
truth,  and  she  at  once  rested  on  Jesus.  “  And 
many  a  precious  ‘  I,’  ”  she  added,  with  the  tears 
streaming  down  her  cheeks,  “  have  I  found  in 
the  Bible  since  that  time.” 

Reader, — Are  you  seeking  salvation?  By 
which  of  the  ways  do  you  sack  it— by  the  way 
of  works  or  by  grace  ?  The  way  of  works  is 
the  more  popular  way  ;  but  it  will  take  j  ou  to 


RETURNING. 


2T 


all  eternity  to  find  salvation  in  that  way.  By 
God’s  method,  b}'  grace  simple  and  pure,  you 
may  obtain  salvation,  even  this  very  day. 

There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  Crucified  One, 

There  is  life  at  this  moment  for  thee  : 

Then  look,  sinner,  look  unto  Him  and  be  saved — 
Unto  Him  who  was  nailed  to  the  tree. 

You  may  say  this  is  a  strong  way  of  speak¬ 
ing.  Yes,  but  it  is  true.  This  is  a  question  of 
righteousness.  Xow,  there  is  man’s  righteous¬ 
ness,  and  there  is  God’s  righteousness.  By  the 
righteousness  of  man  shall  no  flesh  be  justified. 
(Rom.  iii,  20.)  Men  go  about  in  a  hundred  ways 
to  establish  their  own  righteousness.  “  Goto,” 
says  Old  Self,  “  and  let  us  establish  a  claim  on 
God,  and  so  secure  salvation.”  So  men  set  up 
a  rival  cross  beside  that  of  Calvary ;  and  w'hen 
the  voice  of  incarnate  God  cries,  “  It  is  fin¬ 
ished,”  the  rival  worker,  Old  Self,  replies, 
“  Xay,  it  is  not  finished.  Stay  till  I  have  done 
my  part;  it  cannot  he  finished  without  me.” 
This  is  what  you  do  when  you  labor  to  do  some¬ 
thing,  or  bring  something,  or  wait  to  feel  some¬ 
thing,  or  be  something,  in  order  to  obtain  mercy 
unto  salvation.  What  shall  I  do  ? — Xotliing. 
What  shall  I  bring  ? — Xothing.  What  shall  I 
suffer? — Xothing.  What  shall  I  feel? — Xo¬ 
thing.  What  shall  I  be? — Xothing;  nothing 
but  what  3*ou  are,  a  poor  helpless  sinner,  at  the 
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feet  of  the  Saviour  ;  and  the  moment  you,  a  sin¬ 
ner,  and  nothing  hut  a  sinner,  with  your  had  heart 
and  all  your  sins  upon  j'ou,  are  enabled  by  the 
Spirit  of  God  to  believe  on  Jesus  as  “the  Lord 
our  Righteousness,”  that  moment  you  are 
saved.  Does  something  in  your  heart  object, 
saying,  “You  make  salvation  too  cheap  and 
easy  ?”  That  is  your  pride :  it  is  Old  Self  that 
so  speaks.  But  what  saith  the  Lord  ?  “  Be¬ 

lieve  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  thou  shalt 
be  saved.” — Acts  xvi,  31.  “  To  him  that  work- 

eth  not,  but  believeth  on  Him  that  justifieth 
the  ungodly,  his  faith  is  counted  for  righteous¬ 
ness.” — Rom.  iv,  5.  “He  that  believeth  on  the 
Son  hath  everlasting  life.” — John  iii,  36. 


CHAPTER  III. 

WORKING  IN  THE  VINEYARD. 

“Son,  go  work  to-day  in  my  vineyard. ’’-Matt,  xxi,  28. 

“  E’er  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 

Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 

And  shall  be  till  I  die.” 

In  every  true  convert’s  heart  there  is  a  desire, 
often  intensely  fervent,  to  bring  others  to  Jesus. 
He  must  speak  of  what  he  knows,  lie  must  tell 
what  he  has  found.  He  would  fain  share  his 
joy  with  every  one  he  meets.  Here  is  the  Mes¬ 
siah !  Andrew  tells  Peter,  and  Philip  tells  Na¬ 
thaniel.  This  desire  is  horn  of  the  Holy  Ghost ; 
it  is  love,  and  to  quench  it,  therefore,  is  great 
wickedness.  It  is  extreme  folly  on  the  part  of 
any  believer,  and  a  great  loss  to  his  own  soul, 
and  it  may  be  also  a  grievous  loss  to  the  souls 
of  others,  if  from  carnal  policy,  a  spurious  hu¬ 
mility,  or  the  fear  of  man,  he  suffers  the  desire 
to  win  souls,  and  to  extend  bjr  personal  effort 
the  kingdom  of  God,  to  languish  and  die.  No 
Christian  ever  attains  to  eminent  grace  •who 
does  not  learn  to  be  useful.  It  is  not  possible 
to  have  bowels  of  compassion,  or  to  walk  in  the 
footsteps  of  Jesus,  and  behold  with  cold  indif- 
8*  (29) 
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ference  the  great  crowd  of  the  unsaved  sweep¬ 
ing  past  to  hell.  “Once  on  crossing  a  lake,” 
said  a  venerable  Christian,  “  a  sudden  squall 
upset  our  boat,  and  threw  us  all  into  the  water. 
I  forgot  everything  in  the  world,  and  thought 
only  of  my  life.  I  forgot  about  every  one  else ; 

_  I  thought  only  of  myself.  After  a  desperate 
struggle  I  reached  the  shore ;  and  no  sooner 
had  I  wiped  the  water  from  my  eyes,  than  I 
remembered  my  poor  companions  who  were 
still  in  the  deep  water,  and  at  once  rushed  in  to 
help  them.”  So  the  man.  who  but  the  other 
day  escaped,  as  by  a  miracle  of  grace,  eternal 
death,  will  feel  for  those  who  are  perishing, 
and  hasten  to  their  rescue.  “  Ye  are  my  wit¬ 
nesses,”  saith  the  Lord ;  and  a  witness  needs 
not  talent  or  influence,  or  learning  or  eloquence : 
it  is  only  required  of  a  witness  that  he  speak 
the  truth.  The  truth,  as  it  is  iu  Jesus,  is  a 
talent  possessed  by  every  true  believer  ;  and  he 
is  not  at  liberty  to  tie  it  in  a  napkin,  or  hide  it 
in  the  earth. 

Robert  Annan  began  to  employ  his  talent  in 
the  Master’s  service  on  the  very  da}'  of  his 
conversion.  “  Give  me  some  tracts,”  he  said, 
after  telling  me  how  he  nad  found  salvation 
through  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  ;  “  I  wish  to  do 
something  for  Christ.”  That  night  he  took  his 
stand  at  the  door  of  a  hall  in  which  a  certain 
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sceptic  (since  converted  to  Christ)  was  to  lec¬ 
ture  against  the  religion  of  Jesus  and  the  reve- 
lation  of  God,  and  distributed  his  tracts 
amongst  those  who  entered,  fearing  not  to 
testify  for  the  truth,  whilst  his  very  face, 
radiant  with  the  joy  of  salvation,  preached  the 
Gospel  to  all  who  knew  him.  The  change  in 
his  spirit,  character,  and  life,  was  so  marked 
that  all  the  people  took  knowledge  of  him  that 
he  had  been  with  Jesus.  The  new-kindled  light 
of  grace  he  could  not  conceal,  and  if  he  could 
have  concealed  it  he  would  not.  He  was  hence¬ 
forth  an  epistle  of  Christ,  which  even  men  of 
the  world  could  read  and  understand.  And 
such  was  the  force  of  his  character,  and  the 
power  of  God  in  its  sanctification,  that  he 
seemed  to  pass  almost  at  once  from  eminence 
in  sin  to  eminence  in  holiness  and  grace. 

On  the  second  night  after  his  conversion  he 
was  asked  to  speak  at  a  meeting.  He  stood  up 
at  once  and  told  the  audience  what  the  Lord 
had  done  for  his  sovd  ;  and  henceforth  until 
the  day  of  his  death,  a  period  of  seA'en  j’ears, 
Robert  threw  all  his  heart  and  soul  into 
the  work  of  God.  He  had  a  passion  for  saving 
souls,  and  the  Lord  gave  him  great  success. 
He  had  little  knowledge  and  less  tact  to  begin 
with ;  but  he  served  a  Master  who  overlooks 
the  faults  of  his  servants,  and  blesses  their 
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good  intentions.  Ilis  voice  was  harsh,  hut  it 
was  strong  ;  his  manner  was  rough,  hut  it  was 
manly ;  his  matter  was  occasionally  crude,  but 
it  was  ever  downright  truth  ;  his  earnestness 
was  vehement  and  terrible,  but  it  was  genuine 
and  sincere ;  and  his  aim,  though  sometimes 
misdirected,  was  in  measure  Christlike,  for  he 
aimed  at  the  glory  of  God  in  the  salvation  of 
souls. 

We  ought  not  to  forget  that  in  Christ’s  band 
there  are  many  instruments  of  various  sorts. 
To  Robert  was  given  a  ram’s  horn  ;  and  many 
a  strong  blast  did  he  blow,  as  during  his  week 
of  years  he  walked  round  and  round  the  walls 
of  Jericho.  Nervous  people  put  their  fingers 
in  their  ears,  for  the  ram’s  horn  was  not  sweetly 
musical,  or  according  to  science ;  but  Robert 
went  on  blowing.  Men  of  Jericho  laughed  and 
mocked ;  Robert  went  on  and  “  spared  not.” 
Some  cursed  and  swore  ;  the  ram’s  horn  waxed 
louder  and  louder.  “  He  will  do  more  harm 
than  good,”  said  the  timid  folks  ;  but  Robert, 
having  no  idea  of  timidity  on  a  field  of  battle, 
thought  only  of  obeying  his  Captain’s  order, 
and  went  on  as  before.  “  He  may  go  on  blow¬ 
ing  till  doomsday,”  said  all  Jericho;  “he  will 
make  nothing  of  it.”  But  Robert,  feeling  cer¬ 
tain  that  doomsday  was  coming,  went  on 
sounding  the  ram’s  horn  as  loudly  as  if  he  had 
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been  ordained  to  trumpet  in  the  final  judgment. 
And  certain  it  is  that,  ere  he  had  gone  his  last 
round,  and  blown  his  last  blast,  great  breaches 
were  made  in  the  walls,  and  great  towers  of 
Jericho  had  fallen,  as  even  the  men  of  Jericho 
themselves  must  acknowledge. 

A  band  of  young  men,  whose  hearts  God  had 
touched  during  the  great  awakening,  formed 
themselves  into  a  little  Evangelistic  Associa¬ 
tion.  They  met  weekly  for  prayer,  study  of  the 
Word,  spiritual  conference,  and  laying  out  their 
plans  of  usefulness.  Their  great  object,  next 
to  mutual  improvement  and  encouragement  in 
the  ways  of  God,  was  to  visit  the  sick  and 
dying,  hold  meetings  for  prayer  and  exhorta¬ 
tion  in  destitute  localities,  and,  in  short,  to 
carry  the  good  news  of  salvation  to  the  igno¬ 
rant,  the  careless,  and  the  outcast.  Some  of 
those  young  men  are  still  engaged  in  the  same 
good  work  ;  some  are  preparing  for  the  regular 
ministry  of  the  Gospel ;  and  some  are  gone  to 
be  with  the  Lord.  Robert,  shortly  after  his 
conversion,  joined  the  society  of  the  young- 
men,  and  soon  became  their  president.  His  ex¬ 
traordinary  zeal  inflamed  that  of  his  brethren 
to  the  highest  pitch ;  and  the  blessing  of  God 
signally  attended  their  labors.  About  this 
time  he  made  the  following  private  jottings  : — 

1.  I  am  not  what  I  once  was ;  but  by  the 
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grace  of  God  I  am  -wliat  I  am,  an  entity  sinner 
depending  on  Christ,  a  full  and  present  Saviour. 

2.  My  creed  is  this:  Ruin  by  the  Fall;  Re¬ 
demption  by  the  Cross ;  and  Regeneration  by 
the  Holy  Spirit. 

3.  My  knowledge  of  Scripture  is  small,  for 
it  is  not  long  since  I  was  plucked  as  a  brand 
from  the  fire ;  but  I  am  hungering  to  know 
more,  and  God  by  his  Holy  Spirit  will  teach 
me  the  truths  contained  in  his  glorious  Gospel. 
I  feel  myself  nothing  ;  and  can  do  nothing ;  but 
I  go  forward  looking  up  to  Him  who  has  said, 
“  Open  thy  mouth  wide,  and  I  will  fill  it.” — Ps. 
lxxxi,  10. 

4.  I  have  seriously  weighed  the  difficulties  I 
must  meet  in  the  service  of  God  ;  and  in  his 
strength  I  will  bear  the  cross  which  every  faith¬ 
ful  follower  of  Jesus  has  borne.  This  has  been 
a  matter  of  earnest  prayer,  and  I  firmly  believe 
that  God  is  with  me.  I  see  nothing  before  me 
but  to  fight  the  Lord’s  battles  ;  but  leaning  on 
his  arm  I  shall  hold  up  the  Banner  of  the 
Cross,  and  hope  to  obtain  a  humble  place  in 
his  service. 

Robert  was  at  this  time  employed  as  a  mason. 
At  his  work  he  stood  up  for  his  Saviour,  and 
often  fearlessly  rebuked  sin,  testifying  at  the 
same  time  to  the  grace  of  God.  His  evenings 
were  spent  in  street-preaching  or  in  meetings 
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within  doors,  whilst  he  frequently  spent  whole 
nights  in  secret  prayer.  He  went  often  to  the 
country  to  speak  of  Jesus  ;  and  for  this  end 
took  long  journeys  at  night  after  a  hard  day’s 
toil.  To  many  a  rural  parish  and  many  a  vil¬ 
lage  did  he  go  with  his  unvarnished  story  about 
saving  grace.  And  if  his  grammar,  his  rhetoric 
and  his  theology,  were  not  always  of  the  best, 
the  man  himself  was  a  more  powerful  sermon 
than  many  a  polished  discourse.  Instant  in 
season  and  out  of  season,  he  created  opportu¬ 
nities  of  usefulness  where  no  opportunity  pre¬ 
sented  itself :  his  unbounded  zeal  and  dauntless 
bearing  alwaj'S  cleared  the  way. 

Sometimes  he  managed  to  save  as  much  of 
his  wages  as  furnished  him  with  means  for  a 
fortnight’s  evangelistic  tour.  One  of  the  first 
places  he  visited  in  this  way  was  the  county  of 
Fife,  where  his  labors  were  blessed  to  a  con¬ 
siderable  number  of  souls.  At  the  first  meeting 
he  began  by  saying,  “  You  remember,  friends, 
that  when  I  was  last  here  I  sung  ‘  Lord  Lovel,’ 
acted  the  part  of  a  fool,  and  did  my  best  to 
entertain  you  with  vanity.  I  have  come  on  a 
different  errand  this  time,  and  will  sing  to  you 
other  songs.  I  was  then  employed  in  the  devil’s 
service,  but  now  I  am  in  the  service  of  Christ. 
At  that  time  I  was  making  merry  on  the  way 
to  hell,  and  I  was  helping  to  make  you  merry 
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in  the  same  way  ;  but  now  I  am  happy  in  Jesus, 
and  on  the  road  to  heaven,  and  I  have  come  to 
try  and  persuade  you  to  go  with  me  to  gloiy.” 
He  went  on  to  speak  from  the  text,  “  The  love 
of  Christ  constraineth  me.”  His  audience  were 
thunderstruck.  The  word  was  with  great 
power.  Some  did  not  know  what  to  think 
about  this  new  stj'le  of  things,  but  others  were 
humbled  at  the  feet  of  Jesus.  And  the  fruits 
remain  to  this  da}'.  He  held  a  great  many 
meetings  at  different  places,  and  was  much 
encouraged  by  the  results. 

In  1862  our  street-preacher  married,  and 
about  the  same  period  went  to  labor  as  a  mis¬ 
sionary  in  connection  with  the  North-East  Coast 
Mission,  an  institution  which,  under  the  ener¬ 
getic  and  faithful  superintendence  of  Mr.  Donald 
Ross,  lias  been  largely  instrumental  in  reviving 
and  fostering  the  work  of  God  along  a  vast 
extent  of  our  northern  shores.  He  was  sta¬ 
tioned  at  S - ,  and  for  a  good  many  months 

prosecuted  his  mission  there  and  in  the  neigh¬ 
boring  villages.  Here  he  met  with  much  to 
discourage  him.  The  people  did  not  want  to 
hear  about  the  necessity  of  being  born  again. 
Many  were  grossly  carnal,  and  some  foully  , 
blasphemous.  Not  contented  with  venting 
their  spleen  by  scoffing  at  the  simple-hearted 
man  of  God,  some  laid  violent  hands  upon  him. 
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Though  much  tried,  he  bore  the  ill-usage 
meekly,  and  often  wrestled  in  prayer  for  a 
blessing.  Seeing  no  fruit  of  his  labor,  he  began 
to  fear  that  God  was  not  with  him.  This  led 
to  humiliation  and  prayer,  and  searching  of 
heart :  and  one  night  shortly  afterwards  a  young- 
man  stood  up  at  the  close  of  a  meeting  and  ac¬ 
knowledged  that  God  had  visited  and  saved  his 
soul.  Thus  was  the  downcast  missionary 
cheered  and  sustained. 

He  was  stationed  for  a  short  period  in  the 
city  of  Aberdeen,  and  was  afterwards  employed 
to  labor  among  the  navvies  above  Banchory, 
Aberdeenshire,  by  Colonel  Bamsay,  of  Ban¬ 
chory  Lodge,  whose  brief  but  bright  Christian 
career  was  soon  after  brought  to  a  close,  by  what 
might  be  called  a  translation  from  earth  to 
heaven — from  his  couch,  to  a  throne  in  glory. 
All  this  time  he  was  evidently  being  schooled 
for  greater  usefulness  ;  and  it  was  after  he  re¬ 
turned  to  Dundee,  in  1864,  that  his  labors 
were  most  signally  owned  of  God.  Robert 
loved  best  to  work  for  daily  bread  in  some 
honest  calling,  and  to  spend  his  leisure  in  seek¬ 
ing  the  salvation  of  the  lost.  From  this  time 
until  the  day  of  his  death,  he  was  hardly  ever 
one  hour  unoccupied.  His  strength  was  great, 
and  his  powers  of  endurance  marvellous.  He 
had  occasion  often  to  rise  to  his  work  at  four 
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o’clock  ;  and  instead  of  taking  rest  in  the  even¬ 
ing,  he  would  go  out  to  address  a  meeting  or 
to  speak  in  the  street.  Sometimes  he  was  so 
weary  that  on  his  way  home  to  his  meals  he 
found  it  necessary  to  seat  himself  on  some- 
door-step  and  rest.  Yet  no  sooner  had  he 
taken  his  supper,  than  he  went  to  his  knees  for 
half-an-hour  ;  and  then,  Bible  in  hand,  took  his 
way  out  to  the  blessed  work  of  winning  souls. 
Often,  although  exhausted  with  the  duties  of 
the  day,  did  he,  with  another  like-minded,  run 
all  the  way,  some  two  miles,  to  Lochee,  where 
he  conducted  services  ;  and  as  they  sped  across 
fields  with  breathless  haste,  sinking  to  the 
knees  in  mud  almost  at  every  step,  his  com¬ 
panion  was  frequently  well-nigh  fainting  ere 
they  reached  the  place  of  meeting.  And  on  re¬ 
turning  home  at  a  late  hour,  it  was  often  not  to 
rest ;  for,  moved  with  compassion  on  the  lost, 
he  would  lay  himself  down  before  the  Lord,, 
and  weep  and  pray  a  great  part  of  the  night. 
Reader,  do  you  wonder  at  that  ?  Think  of 
the  value  of  a  soul ;  think  of  its  eternal  destiny 
— its  heaven  or  its  hell ;  think  of  its  awful 
peril ;  think  of  God  incarnate  dying  for  its  sal¬ 
vation  ;  think  of  the  glory  of  its  recovery,  in¬ 
volving,  as  that  does,  the  thought,  the  love,  and 
the  work  of  the  Triune  Jehovah.  Think  of 
these  things,  and  marvel  not  at  the  man’s  self- 
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denying  labors,  but  rather  wonder  that  every 
man,  with  “  Ransomed  from  Sin,  and  Death, 
and  Hell  ”  written  with  blood  by  the  finger  of 
God  upon  his  brow,  does  not  burn  his  life  and 
powers  away  in  ceaseless  labors  for  the  salva¬ 
tion  of  that  undying  crowd  standing  even  now 
within  an  inch  of  eternal  perdition. 

Do  you  ask  me  what  he  preached  about  ? 
Well,  he  spoke  often  about  eternity.  And 
truly,  amidst  the  rush  and  roar  of  Time,  and 
the  deafening  rattle  of  earthly  vanities,  and  the 
mad  confused  cry  of  ten  thousand  voices 
shouting,  “  Great  is  Diana  of  the  Ephesians  ; 
great  is  the  world,  and  blessed  are  they  that 
possess  and  enjoy  it amidst  all  the  crackle 
and  noise  of  the  devil’s  bonfire,  it  is  not  unne¬ 
cessary  that  some  stentorian  voice  of  God-fear¬ 
ing  earnestness  ring  out  upon  the  heavy  stifling 
air  this  one  word,  with  its  infinite  meaning, 
Eternity  !  Eternity  !  Ho !  man,  woman* 
whither  away  ?  Know  ye  not  that  the  present 
moment  is  big  with  destiny,  and  that  even  now 
your  steps  are  verging  upon  the  eternal? 

Eternity!  eternity! 

How  long  art  thou,  eternity! 

And  yet  to  thee  Time  hastes  away, 

Like  as  the  war-horse  to  the  fray; 

Or,  swift  as  couriers  homeward  go, 
vOr  ship  to  port,  or  shaft  to  bow. 

Ponder,  0  man,  eternity! 
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Eternity!  eternity! 

How  long  art  thou,  eternity! 

For  e’en  as  on  a  perfect  sphere 
End  nor  beginning  can  appear, 

E’en  so,  eternity,  on  thee 
Entrance  nor  exit  can  there  be. 

Ponder,  0  man,  eternity! 

Eternity!  eternity! 

How  long  art  thou,  eternity! 

A  circle  infinite  art  thou, 

Thy  centre  an  eternal  now; 

Never,  we  name  thy  outer  bounds 
For  never  end  therein  is  found. 

Ponder,  O  man,  eternity! 

Eternity!  eternity! 

How  long  art  thou,  eternity! 

How  terrible  art  thou  in  woe! 

How  fair  where  joys  forever  glow. 

God’s  goodness  sheddeth  gladness  here*. 

His  justice  there  wakes  bitter  fear. 

Ponder,  O  man,  eternity! 

Eternity!  eternity! 

How  long  art  thou,  eternity! 

Lo!  I,  eternity,  warn  thee, 

O  man,  that  oft  thou  think  of  me; 

The  sinner’s  punishment  and  pain; 

To  them  who  love  their  God,  rich  gain. 
Ponder,  O  man,  eternity! 

According  to  the  Word  of  God,  our  witness- 
bearer  divided  man’s  eternitjr  into  two,  and 
testified  of  coming  joy  and  coming  woe, 
“  What  is  the  use  of  preaching  about  hell  ?” 
say  some  with  scorn,  not  unmingled  with  the 
impatience  of  a  secret  dread.  Fling  that  taunt 
in  the  Master’s  face,  we  might  reply,  and  do 
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not  "blame  the  servant  for  walking  in  the 
Master’s  steps.  Do  poor  sinners  run  faster  to 
Dell  because  they  are  affectionately  warned  to 
•“  flee  from  the  wrath  to  come  ?”  There  is  no 
such  thing  as  future  punishment,  said  Satan  to 
Eve;  “ye  shall  not  surely  die,”  although  you 
sin.  That  is  the  devil’s  gospel;  but  it  meets 
its  refutation  a  long  way  on  this  side  of  eter¬ 
nity,  for  many  a  sinner  knows  in  his  heart  that 
sin  is  terribly  killing  in  every  act. 

One  of  the  frequent  topics  of  our  homely 
lay-preacher’s  discourse  was  the  New  or  Second 
Birth.  He  could  not  handle  nice  points  like 
a  scholar,  but  he  could  state  the  truth  as  it 
stands  in  the  Word,  and  illustrate  the  great 
doctrine  of  regeneration  by  the  Holy  Ghost 
from  his  own  experience.  He  dealt  unsparing 
blows  at  Pharisaism,  formalism,  Christless 
morality,  and  all  polishing  of  the  old  man. 
■“  What  is  the  use,”  he  would  say,  “  of  cleansing 
the  outside  of  the  platter,  when  the  inside  is 
filth}*?  You  may  whitewash  an  old  falling 
house,  but  it  is  none  the  more  secure.  You 
may  paint  and  rig  out  an  old  rotten  ship,  but 
your  paint  won’t  prevent  it  from  going  down 
in  the  first  storm.  It  will  not  do,  dear  friends, 
to  patch  up  our  old  hard  hearts,  and  try  to  get 
into  heaven  with  a  little  extra  French  polish. 
The  whole  inner  fabric  of  a  man  is  rotten  ;  and 
4* 
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one  of  the  best  proofs  of  his  rottenness,  per¬ 
haps,  is  his  great  conceit  in  thinking  that  he 
■will  get  into  heaven  without  being  born  again. 

‘  Ah!’  you  say,  4  very  wicked  men  and  sinners 
like  Bob  Annan  need  a  great  change  in  order 
to  be  saved ;  but  people  brought  up  in  a  Chris¬ 
tian  way,  who  have  never  gone  far  astray, 
surely  cannot  be  put  upon  the  same  level  as 
those.’  Tell  me  how  many  ways  of  salvation 
are  there?  Just  one.  And  if  you  are  to  be 
saved,  the  best  and  genteelest  of  you  must 
humble  yourselves,  and  come  and  enter  by  the 
same  door  as  poor  Bob  Annan,  or  an}’  other 
poor  sinner  who  has  no  righteousness  at  all. 
You  wonder  at  that.  4  Marvel  not  that  I  said 
unto  thee ,  Ye  must  be  born  again.'" — John 
iii,  1. 

In  the  streets  his  grand  theme  was  salvation. 

I  question  if  he  ever  spoke  without  bidding  his 
hearers  read  what  is  written  on  the  red  banner 
of  the  cross.  Salvation  from  sin,  from  all  sin; 
salvation  from  the  dreadful  curse  of  a  law  ' 
broken  by  all  men  ;  salvation  from  the  giant 
power  of  the  universal  heart-rooted  love  of  sin, 
a  power  more  gigantic  and  crushing  than 
all  tyrannies  combined  ;  salvation  from  the 
greatest  evils  of  life,  from  cares,  fears,  remorse, 
and  all  heart-plagues ;  salvation  from  death, 
the  devil,  and  hell;  salvation  blood-bought  and 
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doubly  sweet  because  coming  through  the  life,- 
obedience,  death,  and  resurrection  of  Jesus, 
Son  of  God  and  Son  of  Man  ;  salvation  free  as 
the  air  we  breathe,  to  be  had  for  the  taking ; 
salvation  full  as  the  whole  “  fullness  of  God 
salvation  at  the  present  tick  of  time  to  all  who 
believe,  since  “  now  is  the  accepted  time,  and 
now  is  the  day  of  salvation;”  salvation  enjoyed 
on  earth  in  “  the  peace  that  passeth  all  under¬ 
standing,”  in  “the  joy  that  is  unspeakable  and 
full  of  glory,”  in  “  the  hope  of  eternal  life,”  in 
a  word,  in  all  the  grace  of  the  indwelling  Spirit, 
and  in  all  the  blessedness  of  fellowship  with  the 
Tather  and  the  Son  ;  eternal  salvation  in  that 
“  glory,  honor,  and  immortality  the  lustre  of 
whose  dim  and  distant  beams  dazzles  the  eye 
of  faith,  and  fills  the  heart  with  a  strange  sweet 
home-sickness  ;  this  manifold  salvation.  I  say, 
worthy  of  the  songs  of  angels  and  the  eloquence 
of  God,  was  the  constant  theme  of  the  man 
who  could  truly  say  with  Paul,  “  This  is  a 
faithful  saying,  and  worthy  of  all  acceptation, 
that  Christ  Jesus  came  into  the  world  to  save 
sinners,  of  whom  I  am  chief.” — 1  Tim.  i,  15. 

Yery  tenderly  and  wisely  did  he  deal  with 
young  inquirers.  He  took  them  always  to  the 
"Word,  his  own  experience  of  former  anxiety 
standing  him  in  good  stead.  “  Look  at  this,” 
he  would  say,  as  he  turned  to  the  text,  “the 
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blood  of  Jesus  Christ  his  Son  cleanseth  us 
(believers)  from  all  sin.”  “  Did  you  ever  notice 
the  word  ‘  all,’  here  ?”  he  would  ask.  “Ah; 
you  imagined  there  were  some  sins  of  yours 
which  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  could  not 
cleanse.  What  do  you  think  now  ?”  The 
effect  of  all  this  was  sometimes  striking  enough, 
as  not  a  few  can  testify  who  are  now  treading 
the  path  of  life.  He  constantly  labored  to 
bring  out  the  difference  between  grace  and 
works  ;  and  there  is  not  a  passage  bearing  on 
this  fundamental  point  in  the  Epistles  to  the 
Romans  and  Galatians  wdiich  he  has  not  marked 
in  his  Bible,  or  had  not  expounded  in  his  own 
way  at  one  time  or  another.  And  as  he  expa¬ 
tiated  on  his  favorite  topic,  salvation  by  free 
grace,  he  would  say,  “  It  is  all  grace,  my  friends ; 
grace  from  first  to  last ;  and  that  is  a  grand 
thing  for  you  and  me.  Look  yonder  at  the 
grace,”  he  would  say,  as  if  he  then  saw  it 
literally,  “  look  at  it  gushing  out  of  the  side  of 
Jesus.  Dear  souls,  Christ’s  side  was  opened 
that  poor  sinners  might  look  in  and  see  his 
bowels  of  compassion  towards  them.” 

Last  time  I  heard  Robert  speaking  on  the 
street  was  shortly  before  his  death.  He  began 
by  singing  one  of  his  favorite  hymns,  which  in 
case  any  of  my  readers  do  not  know,  I  will 
here  give : — 
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I’m  a  pilgrim  and  a  stranger, 

Rough  and  thornj  is  the  road; 

Often  in  the  midst  of  danger, 

But  it  leads  to  God. 

Clouds  and  darkness  oft  distress  me; 

Great  and  many  are  my  foes; 

Anxious  cares  and  thoughts  perplex  me. 

But  my  Father  knows. 

0  how  sweet  is  this  assurance, 

'Midst  the  conflict  and  the  strife; 

Although  sorrows  past  endurance 
Follow  me  through  life. 

Home  in  prospect  still  can  cheer  me; 

Yes,  and  give  me  sweet  repose, 

"While  I  feel  his  presence  near  me, 

For  my  Father  knows. 

Yes,  He  sees  and  knows  me  daily; 

Watches  over  mo  in  love; 

Sends  me  help  when  foes  assail  me, 

Bids  me  look  above. 

Soon  my  journey  will  be  ended, 

Life  is  drawing  to  a  close; 

I  shall  then  be  well  attended, 

This  my  Father  knows. 

I  shall  then  with  joy  behold  Him, 

Face  to  face  my  Father  see; 

Fall  with  rapture  and  adore  Him 
For  His  love  to  me. 

Nothing  more  shall  then  distress  me 
In  the  land  of  sweet  repose; 

Jesus  stands  engaged  to  bless  me, 

This  my  Father  knows. 

After  singing,  he  lifted  up  his  voice  in  prayer 
somewhat  as  follows  :  “  O  Father,  we  are  come 
out  here  to  ask  Thy  blessing,  and  speak  to  poor 
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sinners  about  salvation.  Give  us  Thy  Holy 
Spirit,  that  we  may  speak  and  hear  as  for  eter¬ 
nity.  Fill  our  hearts  with  Thy  love,  and  may 
we  all  feel  it  good  to  be  here.  Give  us  a  word 
to  speak  to  these  precious  souls.  0  come  and 
speak  to  poor  perishing  sinners  Thyself,  and 
tell  them  that  Thou  lovest  them,  and  that  Thy 
heart  is  yearning  over  them.  0  put  forth  Thy 
power.  Awaken,  awaken  the  sleepers;  for  0 
Father,  they  do  not  see  their  danger,  they  don’t 
care  about  their  souls.  Take  the  anxious  ones 
by  the  hand  and  lead  them  to  the  Cross,  and  let 
them  see  Jesus  and  his  bleeding  side.  There 
are  poor  hungry  ones ;  bring  them  into  Thy 
house  and  feed  them,  for  there  is  enough  and  to 
spare.  And  there  are  poor  naked  ones  ;  take 
them  in  and  put  Christ’s  clothes  upon  them,  and 
then  they  won’t  shiver  any  more.  There  are 
poor  things  trembling  in  the  cold  of  this  cold 
wTorld ;  0  take  them  in  and  warm  them  at  Thy 
fire.  If  they  only  felt  Thy  love  they  would  be 
warm  enough.  Do  not  let  the  devil  spoil  our 
meeting.  Let  him  not  hinder  us  in  any  way. 
Take  the  prey  out  of  his  hands  this  night, 
and  give  us  a  blessed  season,  for  Jesus’  sake. 
Amen.” 

The  subject  of  his  discourse  was  Peace  with 
God.  “My  dear  friends,”  he  said,  “ have  you 
peace  ?  0  yes,  you  say,  I  hate  quarreling,  and 
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I  love  to  be  on  friendly  terms  with  my  neigh¬ 
bors.  Yery  good;  but  what  will  peace  with 
your  fellow-creatures  do  for  you  when  you  stand 
at  the  bar  of  God  ?  If  all  the  world  were  your 
friends,  and  stood  up  to  plead  for  *you,  would 
they  get  you  off  if  Justice  condemned  you? 
Have  you  peace  with  God  ?” 

“  You  say,  ‘  Well,  I  am  not  disturbed  in  my 
mind.’  Ay,  I  see,  you  have  peace  with  your¬ 
self.  Well,  that  is  not  a  bad  thing,  provided  it 
is  a  good  peace.  It  is  a  terrible  thing  for  a  man 
to  be  at  war  with  himself.  It  is  not  so  bad  to 
fight  with  the  devil  as  to  fight  with  one’s  self. 
Many  a  man  falls  out  with  himself,  and  then 
commits  suicide,  because  he  can’t  stand  that 
sort  of  fighting  ?  But  what  sort  of  peace  have 
jmu  with  yourself?  If  you  are  not  at  peace  with 
God,  your  peace  with  yourself  is  a  delusion.  It 
is  like  a  mist  that  blinds  the  traveler  who  is 
advancing  towards  a  precipice.  ‘  For  when 
they  shall  sa}^  peace  and  safety ;  then  sudden 
destruction  cometh  upon  them,  as  travail  upon 
a  woman  with  child  ;  and  they  shall  not  escape.’ 
— 1  Thess.  v,  3. 

“  Peace  with  God  is  the  great  thing.  If  you 
have  that  peace,  God  is  your  friend,  and  you 
need  not  care  who  is  with  you,  or  who  is  against 
you.  If  you  have  peace  with  God  you  will  have 
peace  with  yourself,  you  will  have  peace  in 


48 


A  BRAND  FROM  THE  BURNING. 


jour  conscience.  0  how  sweet  it  is  to  lie  down 
and  sleep  at  peace  with  God.  It  was  this  that 
made  Paul  and  Silas  sing  in  a  dungeon  at  the 
hour  of  midnight.  It  was  this  peace  that  made 
the  martyrs  so  brave  that  they  went  to  death 
as  if  they  were  going  to  a  marriage,  and  sing 
for  joy  in  the  midst  of  the  flames.  This  peace 
would  support  and  cheer  you  in  affliction ; 
and  it  is  the  softest  and  safest  pillow  for  a 
dying  bed.  If  you  were  to  lay  }'our  weary 
soul  on  this  pillow  and  die  to-night,  j^ou  would 
wake  in  the  arms  of  Jesus.  Truly,  it  is  a 
peace  that  passeth  all  understanding.  Will 
you  have  it  ? 

“  IIow  can  we  get  it  ?  Well,  here  it  is,  in  the 
blood  of  the  Lamb  of  God.  Jesus  is  the  Prince 
of  Peace.  He  came  from  heaven  to  be  the 
maker  of  the  peace  and  the  messenger  of  it. 
‘  He  made  peace  through  the  blood  of  his 
cross,’  as  we  are  told  in  Colossians  i,  20.  He 
bore  the  penalty  for  us ;  He  died  for  us ;  He 
did  all  and  suffered  all,  and  justice  says  it  is 
enough.  And  1  God  was  in  Christ  reconciling 
the  world  to  Himself,  not  imputing  unto  men 
their  trespasses.’  Now,  if  you  are  enabled  to 
believe  on  Jesus  as  your  substitute  and  Saviour, 
you  will  be  able  to  say,  ‘  Being  justified  by  faith, 
we  have  peace  with  God  through  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ.’ — Rom.  v,  1. 
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“  Will  you  have  this  peace  1  Don’t  think  you 
can  have  peace  with  Gocl  and  your  sins  too. 
If  you  get  reconciled  to  God  you  won’t  go  on 
fighting  against  your  best  friend.  The  blood  of 
Jesus,  that  makes  me  a  friend  to  God,  makes 
me  a  foe  to  sin.  Ah !  perhaps  you  are  trying 
to  keep  up  a  kind  of  peace  by  going  to  church 
or  sitting  at  the  Lord's  table,  or  by  thinking 
you  are  not  worse  than  most,  and  not  so  bad  as 
many.  Dear  souls,  do  not  suffer  Satan  and 
your  own  foolish  heart  to  impose  upon  you  in 
that  way,  else  you  will  perish.  That  patched-up 
peace  won’t  do.  Any  peace  that  is  not  base  1 
upon  the  finished  work  of  the  Lord  Jesus  i ; 
just  peace  with  Satan,  peace  in  a  condemned 
state,  and  a  peace  that  will  land  you  in  hell. 
Be  persuaded,  dear  friends,  to  come  to  Christ 
this  very  hour,  and  He  will  be  your  peace. 
God  waits  to  receive  and  forgive  you,  and 
make  a  covenant  of  peace  with  3-011.  Oh,  wh}' 
not  be  reconciled  to  Him  now?  Perhaps 
you  do  not  see  3-our  need  of  peace.  Well,  may 
God  the  Hoi}-  Ghost  open  your  eyes,  for  3-our 
case  is  sad  enough,  and  might  make  us  weep.” 

I  left  Robert  speaking ;  and  some  of  his 
hearers,  I  have  reason  to  believe,  were  led  by 
the  Spirit  through  his  instrumentality",  on  that 
very  night,  or  one  of  the  nights  following,  into 
the  way  of  peace. 
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CHAPTER  IT. 


SOWING  BESIDE  ALL  WATERS. 

“He  that  observeth  the  wind  shall  not  sow,  and  lie 
that  regardeth  the  clouds  shall  not  reap.” — Eccles. 
xi,  4. 

“Sow  ye  beside  all  waters, 

Where  the  dew  of  Heaven  may  fall; 

Ye  shall  reap  if  ye  be  not  weary, 

For  the  Spirit  breathes  o’er  all. 

Sow  though  the  thorns  may  wound  thee, 

One  wore  the  thorns  for  thee; 

And  though  the  cold  world  scorn  thee. 

Patient  and  hopeful  be.” 

“  Keep  religion  in  its  own  place,”  is  the 
demand  of  many  who  do  not  like  to  be 
regarded  as  the  enemies  of  religion.  Yes ;  by 
all  means  let  us  keep  religion  in  its  own 
place?  But  where  is  religion’s  place?  Let 
a  child  answer.  Where  is  God  ?  Every¬ 
where.  “  Keep  religion  in  its  own  place  ”  is 
nothing  more  or  less  than  this,  Give  God  his 
own  place. 

“  Keep  religion  in  its  own  place  ”  means,  in 
the  lips  of  many,  let  us  have  as  little  of  religion 
as  possible.  They  wish  to  go  go  to  heaven 
upon  the  minimum  of  religion.  Let  us  have  no 
more  prayer,  no  more  godly  fellowship,  no  more 
holiness,  no  more  of  Christ,  than  we  can  help. 
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44  Keep  religion  in  its  own  place.”  Well, 
religion  s  place  is  the  chief  place,  else  it  is  a 
poor  religion.  There  is  a  difference  of  opinion 
on  this  point.  Many  say,  let  us  have  religion 
by  all  means ;  but  then  it  must  be  contented 
with  a  secondary  place.  First  business,  and 
then  religion,  says  one.  First  pleasure,  and 
then  religion,  says  another.  First  myself,  then 
religion,  says  a  third.  The  mind  of  God  is 
different :  n  Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God 
with  all  thy  heart,  and  soul,  and  strength,  and 
mind.” 

Robert  did  not  often  apologize  to  his  audi¬ 
ence  ;  but  sometimes,  as  I  find  from  certain 
notes,  he  defended  street  preaching  in  this 
way : — 

“  We  come  out  to  speak  to  you  because — 

“  1.  We  tremble  to  think  of  your  present 
unhappy  condition  as  sinners.  4  God  is  angry 
with  the  wicked  every  day.’ — Psalm  vii,  11. 

44  2.  We  wish  to  prevent  your  future  misery. 
4  It  is  a  fearful  thing  to  fall  into  the  hands  of 
the  living  God.’ — Heb.  x,  31. 

44  3.  We  wish  you  to  enjoy  the  pleasure  of 
religion,  both  in  this  world  and  in  the  next. 
4  Wisdom’s  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness,  and 
all  her  paths  are  peace.’ — Prov.  iii,  17. 

44  4.  We  wish  to  see  souls  saved  because  it  is 
for  the  glory  of  God.  4  Glory  to  God  in  the 
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highest,  and  on  earth  peace,  good-will  toward 
men.’-— Luke  ii,  14. 

“5.  We  wish  it  for  the  good  of  others;  for 
when  once  you  are  saved,  you  will  be  a  bless¬ 
ing  to  your  friends  and  others.  ‘  Come  and 
hear  all  ye  that  fear  God,  and  I  will  declare  what 
He  hath  done  for  my  soul.’ — Psalm  Ixvi,  16. 

“  G.  We  do  it  for  our  own  sakes,  for  it  brings 
us  great  happiness  to  labor  for  the  salvation  of 
our  fellow-men.  ‘  In  watering  others  we  are 
watered  ourselves.’ — Prov.  xi,  25.” 

He  was  ever  ready  to  lend  his  hand,  his  heart, 
and  his  voice  when  good  was  to  be  done.  If 
some  one  was  drowning  he  plunged  into  the 
water,  and  risked  Ins  own  life  to  rescue  another. 
Poor  starving  creatures  he  has  taken  home,  and 
shared  with  them  his  own  humble  meal.  If  he 
could  induce  a  wretched  prostitute  to  leave  her 
ways,  he  would  write  letters  and  entail  on  him-  ' 
self  any  amount  of  care  and  trouble  to  secure,  I 
if  possible,  her  recovery.  For  good  of  body  | 
or  soul  of  any  fellow-creature,  he  was  ever  ! 
prepared  to  deny  himself.  But  his  chief  delight  \ 
was  to  preach  in  the  street.  The  poor  souls ! 
whom  no  man  cared  for  were  his  great  care.  J 
For  them  he  wept,  and  prayed,  and  spent  him¬ 
self.  “  God  has  given  me  a  thirst  for  saving  poor 
drunkards  and  harlots,”  said  he;  and  truly  it 
was  a  thirst,  intense  and  blessed.  And  the 
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drunkards  and  harlots  gathered  in  crowds  to 
hear  him.  Rough  as  was  his  voice  and  man¬ 
ner,  the  intense  earnestness  of  the  man,  the 
fervor  of  his  prayers,  the  tenderness  of  his 
heart  gushing  out  in  tears,  as  he  spoke  of  Jesus 
saving  the  chief  of  sinners,  the  disinterested¬ 
ness  of  his  labors,  and  the  genuine  warmth  of 
his  soul,  attracted  and  won  the  esteem  of  the 
poor,  ragged,  pale-faced,  lil-conditioned  strag¬ 
glers  on  life’s  highway,  who  seem  to  themselves, 
if  not  also  to  others,  to  be  outside  the  pale  of 
light,  and  purity,  and  hope.  Robert  Annan 
was  a  man  of  great  faith.  He  knew  that  the 
God  who  had  opened  his  own  ej’es  and  saved 
his  own  soul  could  save  the  worst  of  sinners. 

Often  you  could  see  him  as  I  have  seen  him, 
stand  up  to  pray  and  talk  of  Jesus  and  of 
heaven  in  one  of  our  Dundee  Wynds — the  nar¬ 
rowest  of  lanes,  where  the  light  of  day  strug¬ 
gles  all  too  unsuccessfully  for  admission,  the 
only  shred  of  God’s  heavens  visible  between 
the  lofty  houses  being  a  mere  line  of  blue,  fre¬ 
quently  darkened  by  clouds  of  smoke ;  and 
where  for  the  most  part  the  only  vestiges  of 
civilization  you  can  descry,  besides  the  dark, 
dank  walls,  are  the  fluttering  rags  drying  over¬ 
head,  a  couple  of  drunkards  swearing  doubtful 
friendship  in  the  gutter,  and  a  few  half-naked 
children — the  forlorn  hope  of  the  den — in  the 
5* 
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unconquerable  joyousness  of  infancy  playing 
themselves  in  spite  of  hunger  and  cold.  Around 
the  indefatigable  seeker  of  straying  souls, 
gathers,  at  the  sound  of  a  hymn,  a  motley 
crowd  of  coal-heavers,  shore-porters,  loafers, 
do-nothings,  fish-wives,  begging  women  with 
ill-favored  babes  in  their  arms,  girls  of  the 
streets,  and  others  that  defy  all  description; 
and  as  they  listen  to  the  bluff1,  manly,  kind- 
hearted  preacher,  his  solemn  utterances  begin 
to  tell  upon  consciences  that  have  long  slum¬ 
bered,  and  his  passionate  appeals  find  a  re¬ 
sponse  in  the  tears  that  score  many  an  un¬ 
washed  face.  Suddenly  a  policeman  advances 
towards  where  the  preacher  stands  upon  a 
chair,  and  commands  him  to  stop  and  go  else¬ 
where.  This  is  done  at  the  instance  of  some 
neighboring  dram-seller,  who  rightly  judges 
that  his  craft  is  endangered  by  the  preaching 
and  the  praying.  The  preacher  is  disheart¬ 
ened,  and  the  tear  is  in  his  eye  as  he  steps 
from  his  homely  pulpit  to  go  away.  The  poor 
people  are  all  touched;  some  are  angry,  and 
others  are  weeping.  “  Ay,  ay,”  says  one,  “  we 
ken  wha  has  dune  this  (meaning  the  publican); 
it  ’il  no  pit  nacthing  inta  his  pouch,  I’se  war- 
ran’  ye.  Had  it  been  a  chiel  singin’  a  song  at 
a  door  he  wad  a  latten  him  stan’  till  eleven 
o’clock  at  nicht.  But  the  guid  man  maun 
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gang  awa’ ;  and  we’ll  nae  get  a  chance  ava.” 
“Na,  na,”  says  another,  “that’s  aye  the  wye. 
The}'  wud  prosekeete  (persecute)  Christ  Him- 
sel’  if  He  cam  doon  the  closs.” 

When  Robert  was  driven  from  one  place,  he 
quietly,  though  sometimes  reluctantly,  went  to 
another.  And  many  of  the  poor  people  went 
with  him ;  for  the  very  worst  felt  that  he  was 
more  their  friend  than  the  publican.  When  the 
dram-sellers  could  not  avail  themselves  of  the 
police  they  sometimes  hired  the  blackguardism 
of  the  locality  to  hoot  and  pelt  the  preacher 
down.  Their  success,  however,  was  only  par¬ 
tial  :  for  the  courageous  soldier  of  the  cross 
refused  to  be  defeated  by  soot,  and  mud,  and 
blasphemy,  and  cruel  mockery  ;  and  returned 
again  and  again  to  the  field,  till  he  fell  in  the 
arms  of  victory.  Xot  long  before  his  death  he 
was  ordered  by  the  police  to  leave  his  preaching- 
stand  and  return  no  more.  “  May  I  not  speak 
at  such  a  place?”  he  asked.  “Xo.”  “Well, 
ithen,  in  Helen  Street,  which  is  not  a  thorough¬ 
fare?”  “Xo.”  “Well,  I  will  go  home  and 
;ake  my  stand  in  my  own  house,  and  open  the 
»vindow  and  shout  with  all  my  might,  and 
every  soul  in  my  neighborhood  at  least  will 
hear  of  salvation.” 

He  addressed  meetings  every  Sabbath  morn¬ 
ing  at  Fish  street,  or  Couttie’s  Wynd,  or  Tyn- 
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dal’s  Wynd,  and  every  Sabbath  evening,  in  the 
same  places,  or  somewhere  else  m  the  town. 
During  the  interval  of  public  worship  he  held 
prayer  meetings.  And  frequently  on  every 
night  for  three  or  four  successive  weeks  he  was 


engaged  in  the  same  good  work.  lie  spoke  in 
the  open  air  all  the  year  round,  often  standing 
to  his  knees  in  snow.  One  day,  when  the  rain 
poured  in  torrents,  and  his  Bible  became  so  wet 
that  he  could  not  turn  the  leaves,  one  of  his 
fellow  laborers  counselled  him  to  retire ;  but 
Robert  only  said,  “  Thank  God,  dear  friends,  it 
is  not  raining  lire  and  brimstone,”  and  went  on 
with  his  address.  At  midnight  of  31st  Decem¬ 
ber  last  year,  just  as  the  new  3-ear  came  in,  an 
awful  voice  was  heard  in  the  centre  of  the  I 
town,  warning  the  noisy  revellers,  as  they 
paraded  the  streets,  of  coming  judgment,  and 
calling  them  to  repentance.  In  thunder  tones 
it  was  heard  above  the  din  of  the  crowded 
street,  pealing  forth  its  one  solemn  message. 

Prepare  to  meet  thy  God.” — Amos  iv,  12.  It 
was  the  voice  of  Robert  Annan  standing  in  the  j 
lie  seemed  to  many-  as  one  that  mocked 


snow. 


Well,  we  shall  see.  What  Time  conceals 


Eternity  reveals. 

This  devoted  man  found  many  way-s  of  beinjji 
useful.  Often  on  going  to  his  work  at  an  earl 
hour  he  would  write  on  the  pavement  passage  •' 
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of  Scripture,  such  as,  “  What  shall  it  profit  a 
man,  if  he  gain  the  whole  world,  and  lose  his 
own  soul  ?”  “  Except  a  man  be  born  again  he 

cannot  see  the  kingdom  of  God.”  “  God  so 
loved  the  world,  that  He  gave  his  only -begotten 
Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  on  Him  might 
not  perish,  but  have  everlasting  life.”  “  Believe 
on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  thou  shalt  be 
saved.”  “  Turn  ye,  turn  ye,  why  will  ye  die  ?” 
And  sometimes  his  compassion  for  perishing 
men  was  such  that  he  could  not  sleep,  and  he 
would  rise  to  steep  his  soul  in  tears  at  the 
throne  of  grace,  and  thereafter  steal  out  in  the 
silence  of  the  night  to  write  upon  the  pave¬ 
ment,  “Are  you  saved  for  Eternity?” 
“  GOD  IS  LOVE.”  Thus  many  had  the  gospel 
preached  to  them  as  they  went  to  their  work 
at  earb,"  morn,  and  were  met  on  the  threshold 
of  the  day  by  a  voice  from  heaven  preaching 
s  from  the  very  stones. 

a  Limited  as  were  his  means,  he  managed  al- 

t  0 

ways  to  give  away  many  tracts  and  little  books. 

‘  “  You  might  get  your  portrait  taken  for  five 
shillings,”  said  his  wife  to  him  one  day.  To 
which  he  replied  with  much  feeling,  “  My  dear 
Jeanie,  I  would  to  God  I  had  five  shillings  to 
1  buy  gospel  tracts  with  for  poor  sinners.  Often, 
however,  was  he  supplied  with  tracts,  through 
5  the  generosity  of  kind-hearted  Mr.  J.  Melrose, 
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of  Edinburgh,  who,  along  with  the  Brothers 
Baton,  of  Tillicoultry,  and  the  late  lamented 
Henry  Craigie,  of  Falcon  Hall,  have  done  so 
much  in  sending  forth,  through  the  Colportage 
Society  of  Scotland,  such  works  as  “  Memoir 
of  R.  M.  M’Cheyne  ”  at  such  a  price  as  poor 
people  could  afford.  On  one  occasion  his  wife 
remarked  that  his  hat  was  a  good  deal  broken 
by  his  holding  it  in  his  hand  when  speaking  in 
the  street,  and  suggested  that  he  should  try 
and  get  a  new  one.  Robert  smiled  in  his  con¬ 
tentment,  and  said,  as  he  looked  at  the  old  hat, 
“  It  Mill  do  with  me  very  well,  Jeanie.  What  I 
want  is,  not  a  good  hat,  but  a  good  heart.  Let 
us  not  seek  the  world’s  braws.  What  I  want 
is  heaven’s  braws — the  grace  of  God — the 
grace  of  God,  Jeanie ;  and  help  others  to 
get  it.”  t 

About  six  months  before  his  death,  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  was  afforded  him  of  bettering  his  worldly 
condition  by  removing  to  Glasgow  :  but  he  said, 
“Xo;  God  is  blessing  my  poor  endeavors  here 
just  nowT,  and  I  will  not  go.  Saving  souls  is 
better  than  making  money.”  Immediately  after 
this,  a  remarkable  blessing  attended  his  labors ; 
his  meetings  were  crowded,  and  not  a  few  were 
awakened,  and  brought  to  the  Lord.  So  true 
is  it  that  “  them  that  honor  me  I  will  honor.” 
— I  Sam.  ii,  30. 
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Besides  adopting  unusual  methods  of  doing 
good,  Robert  found  time  to  write  many  letters 
with  the  same  end  in  view.  To  one  who  trusted, 
in  his  own  righteousness,  he  wrote: — 

“  Dear  Soul, — I  love  you,  and  my  prayer  is- 
that  your  heart  may  be  broken  by  the  power 
and  love  of  Christ  and  his  cross.  Since  I  spoke 
to  you,  my  heart  has  bled  for  you,  and  I  resolved 
on  my  knees  to  write  you.  May  God  open  your 
eyes  to  see  Jesus  as  the  Saviour.  You  say  yon 
do  not  need  to  be  a  new  creature ;  that  only 
wicked  people  need  to  be  born  again.  Surely 
you  do  not  know  yourself,  or  you  would  not 
speak  in  that  way.  All  the  Bible  saints  saw 
themselves  to  be  very  vile.  Isaiah,  a  holy  man. 
i  says, 1  Woe  is  me  !  I  am  undone.  I  am  a  man 

Iof  unclean  lips.’  Job  says,  ‘  Behold,  I  am  vile.’ 
Paul  says,  ‘  0,  wretched  man  that  I  am,  who 
will  deliver  me  from  the  bod}’  of  this  death  ?’ 
Every  saint  feels  himself  to  be  a  black,  hell¬ 
deserving  sinner ;  and  the  holier  they  grow,  they 
l  see  their  sinfulness  more  and  more,  because 
‘the}’  are  growing  in  grace  and  getting  clearer 
i  sights  of  the  divine  glory  and  of  their  own  vile 
nature.  My  own  experience  is  this  ;  when  the 
Lord  by  his  Spirit  shows  Himself  to  my  poor 
soul,  I  abhor  myself,  and  at  the  same  time  I 
have  a  peace  that  passeth  all  understanding,  and 
rejoice  with  a  joy  unspeakable  and  full  of  glory. 
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Have  you  ever  seen  the  blood  of  Christ  so  as  to 
break  your  heart  on  account  of  sin  ?  If  not, 
you  are  a  child  of  wrath.”  The  letter  goes  on  to 
show,  at  great  length,  and  by  many  Scripture 
proofs,  the  utter  insufficiency  and  worthlessness 
of  works  in  the  matter  of  justification,  and  the 
necessity  of  being  born  again. 

To  a  family  that  made  a  profession  of  reli¬ 
gion,  but  lived  in  practical  ungodliness,  he  thus 
writes : — 

“  65,  Spittal,  Old  Aberdeen. 

‘  My  dear  Friends, — Before  I  left  you  I  may 
have  said  things  which  appeared  harsh,  but  I 
cannot  retract  a  single  sentence.  My  conscience 
is  clear  before  God  in  the  matter.  You  may 
think  that  you  have  lived  amiable  lives,  and  do 
not  need  to  be  converted  like  openly  professed 
sinners,  but  unless  j7ou  take  the  same  position 
before  God  as  a  poor  sinner  deserving  hell, 
heaven’s  door  will  be  shut  against  you.  The 
holiest  men  who  have  ever  lived  acknowledged 
their  vileness,  and  saw  themselves  even  as  beaste 
before  God. — Ps.  lxxiii,  22.  The  nearer  one 
lives  to  God  the  more  clearly  does  he  see  his 
own  sinfulness. 

“Listen  to  the  words  of  the  Lord  Jesus 
Mark  vii,  21,  22  :  ‘  Out  of  the  heart  of  mar 
proceed  evil  thoughts,  adulteries,  fornications 
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murders,  thefts,  covetousness,’  etc.,  etc.  Read 
also  Romans  iii.  Dear  friends,  unless  you  can 
say  ‘Amen  ’  to  these  truths,  you  are  in  a  bad 
case.  I  long  to  see  you  saved.  I  have  some¬ 
times  feared  that  your  consciences  have  grown 
gospel-hardened,  and  that  you  are  given  up.* 
I  hope  I  am  deceived.  I  hope  you  will  yet  be 
awakened  to  cry,  ‘  What  must  we  do  to  be 
saved  V  I  am  sure  it  would  cheer  my  poor 

*  Though  these  sentiments  are  very  generally  enter¬ 
tained  hy  Christians— both  teachers  and  taught — their 
Scripturalness  may  be  questioned.  Let  not  any  sin- 
stricken  soul  gather  from  the  -words  “gospel-hardened” 
and  “given  up”  that  it  is  at  all  too  late  to  come  to  Jesus. 
We  cannot  certainly  know  that  Robert  Annan  hadno  such 
thought.  But,  as  the  sketch  before  us  abundantly  shows, 
he  was,  and  gloried  in  being,  a  signal  illustration  of  the 
well-marked  character  of  this  present  dispensation  of 
gbace,  which  is  expressly  designated  “the  accepted 
time,”  “the  day  of  salvation”  (2  Cor.  vi,  2).  God  did 
indeed  once  “  give  up  men  to  a  reprobate  mind,”  that  is, 
to  “a  mind  void  of  judgment”  (See  Rom.  i,  28,  margin) : 
but  He  is  not  now  giving  men  up  to  destruction.  On  the 
contrary,  for  nineteen  centuries  His  grace  has  waited 
upon  sinners;  “the  acceptable  year  of  the  Lord”  still 
rolls  on,  and  unwearied  love  still  postpones  “  the  day  of 
vengeance  of  our  God.”  Moreover,  there  is  no  soul 
so  “  gospel-hardened  ”  as  to  be  beyond  the  power  of  Om¬ 
nipotent  Grace,  and  nothing  less  can  quicken  a  soul  “dead 
in  sins.”  And  this  is  the  condition  of  all  alike.  The  little 
child  who  hears  the  message  for  the  first  time,  and  the 
hoary  sinner  who  has  rejected  it  ten  thousand  times,  are 
here  on  a  level.  They  are  both  “  dead ;”  but  the  hour 
still  is,  “in  the  which  the  dead  hear  the  voice  of  the  Son 
©f  God  ;  and  they  that  hear  shall  live.” 
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heart,  and  it  would  cheer  the  heart  of  Jesus 
infinitely  more.”  1 

The  letter  ends  with  a  most  solemn  appeal.  c 
Robert,  observing  that  some  ministers  of  the  s 
gospel  address  their  congregations  as  if  they  * 
were  all  saved,  was  much  grieved.  To  a  min-  ; 
ister  he  writes  the  following  : — 

“  65,  Spittal,  Old  Aberdeen. 

“  Reah  Friend  in  Jesus, — I  hope  you  will  ‘ 
not  be  offended  at  me  for  writing  you  this  1 
note.  Ever  since  I  left -  I  have  been  trou¬ 

bled  about  you  and  the  people  over  whom  God 
has  made  you  overseer,  as  I  do  think  few  of 
them  have  tasted  that  the  Lord  is  gracious. 
You  may  think  otherwise,  but,  dear  friend, 
before  God  I  would  say,  you  will  have  to 
preach  the  gospel  more  faithfullj'.  I  do  think 
you  flatter  your  people.  I  have  heard  you  say, 

‘  If  there  are  any  unconverted  ones  here,’  as  if 
your  people  were  all  true  Christians;  whereas,  had 
you  said,  1  If  there  are  any  Christians  here,’  it 
would  have  been  a  great  deal  nearer  the  mark. 

I  know  the  people,  and  few  of  them  can  give  a 
practical  reason  of  their  hope  for  eternity, 
although  they  can  give  you  the  theory  of  it. 

For  instance,  there  is  John - and  his  wife, 

and  - ,  and  3Tour  Deacon  P - ,  and  old 

- ,  and  Mrs.  C - ,  who  is  hardening  her 

neck,  and  many  more  whom  I  know. 
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“  I  hare  read  the  works  of  those  men  who 
have  been  most  used  of  God  in  the  salvation 
of  souls,  and  I  cannot  find  an  ‘  if’  in  their 
sermons  where  you  put  it.  I  heard  a  man  of 
God,  much  blessed  in  the  awakening  of  sinners, 
say,  1 1  am  determined,  God  helping  me,  that 
no  unworthy  communicant  shall  sit  down  at 
the  Lord’s  table  here,  unless  they  are  amongst 
those  who  would,  if  possible,  deceive  the  very 
elect  ’ — very  black  hypocrites  these. 

“  Dr.  John  Love,  of  Glasgow,  points  out  the 
error  of  ministers  that  I  speak  of.  You  will 
find  no  such  way  of  speaking  in  M’Cheyne’s 
sermons.  Whitefield,  Weslej',  Bunyan,  Baxter, 
and  many  living  preachers,  owned  of  God 
above  others,  never  preached  as  if  the  people 
were  all  converted.  I  do  hope  you  will  clear 
yourself  of  the  blood  of  souls,  and  make  a 
distinction  between  the  clean  and  the  unclean, 
as  God  has  done  by  the  apostles  and  prophets. 
It  is  fearful  to  think  that  sinners  are  flattered 
into  hell  by  their  ministers.  God  help  j~ou  to 
clear  yourself  of  that  great  sin.  Oh,  to  real¬ 
ize  more  and  more  the  dreadful  eternitj"  to 
which  sinners  are  going!  Friend,  friend,  I 
ask  you  to  think  of  your  poor  flock,  lest 
some  of  them  should  rise  and  curse  your  min¬ 
istry  on  the  great  day.  Get  your  soul  filled 
with  compassion  for  sinners.  Get  j'our  own  soul 
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steeped  in  the  love  of  God,  and  get  the  burden 
of  other  souls  laid  upon  3-ou,  and  I  am  sure 
you  won’t  flatter  sinners  as  I  have  heard  you 
do.  Read  Jer.  vi,  14  ;  Isa.  xxii,  4,  and  lvi,  10, 11 ; 
Gal.  iv,  19;  Acts  xx,  31.  Faithful  preaching 
would  empty  your  church  of  Pharisees,  hut 
would  fill  it  with  living  Christians.  May  God 
greatly  bless  you. 

“  I  am,  yours  in  Jesus, 

“  Robert  Annan.” 

To  a  friend  he  writes : — 

“  My  dear - ,  — I  hope  - has  gone  to 

a  better  world.  I  have  seen  some  dying  like 
lambs ;  no  bands  in  their  death,  but  alas !  no 
evidence  of  grace.  Many  are  trusting  in  mor¬ 
ality.  These  will  not  enter  at  the  strait  gate 
themselves,  and  they  hinder  others.  Mere  pro¬ 
fessors  abound  here.  They  have  Christ  in  one 
hand,  and  the  devil  in  the  other.  I  cannot  call 
them  Christians  ;  they  are  Satan’s  servants  in 
Christ’s  livery.  Profane  men  go  to  hell  by  the 
gate,  but  these  professors  steal  into  it  by  the 
postern.  0  eternity  !  eternity  !  who  would  not 
make  sure  of  salvation  ?  That  man  is  mad  who 
does  not.  Taking  chance  for  eternity  is  surely 

the  greatest  folly.  God  grant,  my  dear - , 

your  feet  may  be  on  the  Rock.  Rest  not,  until 
with  a  good  confidence  you  can  say,  Christ  is 
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mine,  and  I  am  His.  The  Lord  save  dear - . 

I  fear  the  world  is  her  idol.  May  the  Spirit 
convince  her,  and  give  her  no  rest  till  she  find 
it  in  the  blood  of  sprinkling  !  I  have  written 

to  M - about  salvation,  and  also  to  E - ;  I 

wish  I  saw  them  rejoicing  in  the  Lord.  I  wish 
to  clear  myself  of  their  blood.  The  Lord  has 
blessed  me  with  faith  to  grasp  the  promise.  He 
is  my  dearest  Friend,  my  best  Beloved.  0  the 
blessed  Jesus  !  He  has  accepted  me,  and  I  have 
given  myself  all  and  whole  to  be  at  his  service. 
May  the  Lord  humble  me,  and  lift  Himself  up. 
I  wish  Him  to  be  glorified,  and  myself  cast 
down — out  of  sight.  Self  keeps  many  a  Chris¬ 
tian  from  enjoying  Christ  as  he  ought  to  do. 
Cursed  self!  it  keeps  the  Saviour’s  face  from 

shining  on  the  soul.  Hear - ,  let  Jesus  be 

all;  let  nothing  be  in  his  way — no  idols,  no 
stumbling-block.  Let  Jesus  have  a  clear  course 
into  your  heart.  The  nearer  a  man  lives  to 
God’s  dear  Son,  the  comelier  is  he  in  the  eyes 
of  God,  and  angels,  and  godly  men,  but  the 

more  unlovely  to  a  wicked  world.  Hear - , 

build  your  nest  on  the  Rock  of  Ages,  fast  by 
(  the  altar  aud  the  throne  of  God.  Let  Christ 
.  be  your  only  desire.  Care  for  naught  but  Him. 

Nothing  else  will  satisfy  the  soul.  Oh,  what  a 
,  portion  He  is !  The  fullness  of  the  Godhead 
is  ours.  A  glorious  God  is  ours.  The  Saviour 
6* 
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is  ours.  The  Iloly  Ghost  is  ours.  All  things 
are  ours.  Away  then  with  every  idol. 

“  Improve  your  talent,  and  speak  faithfully  to 
- .  Remember  the  doom  of  the  slothful  ser¬ 
vant.  When  the  householder  went  out  to  hire 
servants,  he  did  not  go  merely  to  those  who 
were  full  of  head  knowledge,  but  to  those  who 
were  idle.  Go  to  the  vineyard,  and  work  for 
Jesus.  The  devil  will  try  to  keep  }Tou  back ; 
but  resist  him,  and  cry  for  strength. 

“  Go  and  warn  M - .  I  feel  for  her  and 

for - and  family.  How  strange  that  people 

should  refuse  to  be  happy.  Jesus  has  made  me 
happy — even  me ;  and  my  name  is  ungodly 
Robert  Annan.  Many  will  tell  you  they  have 
a  belief  in  Christ ;  but  the  belief  of  the  uncon¬ 
verted  is  different  from  the  faith  of  a  Christian, 
which  is  wrought  by  the  Holy  Spirit.  We  are 
bound  to  say  to  these  careless  people,  Believe, 
etc.,  and  yet  it  is  like  giving  medicine  to  one 
who  is  not  sick.  The  sinner  must  first  be  con¬ 
vinced  of  his  sin  and  danger;  and  then  the 
Balm  of  Jesus’  blood  will  be  sought  for.  The 
Lord  bless  you  and  be  wdth  you. 

“  Yours  in  Jesus, 

“  Robert  Annan.” 

To  one  w?ho  was  trying  to  hold  both  with 
Christ  and  the  world,  he  writes : — 

“  My  dear - , — I  trust  you  will  not  be 
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offendeu  at  me  speaking  so  faithfully  to  you 
about  your  soul.  I  have  been  watching  for 
signs  of  grace  in  you,  but  can  see  none.  God 
forbid  that  I  should  be  uncharitable  ;  but,  you 
know,  the  Lord  Jesus  says  a  tree  is  known  by  its 
fruits.  Xow,  the  things  I  have  seen  and  heard 
concerning  you  are  inconsistent  with  the  grace 
of  God. 

44  The  word  of  God  tells  us  that  they  who  are 
friends  of  the  world  are  enemies  of  God.  If  any 
man  love  the  world,  the  love  of  the  Father  is 
not  in  him.  ‘  Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy 
God  with  all  thy  heart.’  4  Xo  man  can  serve 
two  masters  :  ye  cannot  serve  God  and  Mam¬ 
mon.’  4  Because  thou  art  lukewarm,  and  neither 
cold  nor  hot,  I  will  spue  thee  out  of  my  mouth.’ 
— Rev.  iii,  16. 

44  If  God  be  God,  serve  Him.  If  Baal  be 
God,  serve  him.  A  divided  heart  God  will 
never  accept.  Christ  is  like  the  woman  men¬ 
tioned  in  1  Kings  iii,  25.  The  whole  child,  or 
no  child.  The  devil  is  like  the  other  woman 
who  wanted  the  child  halved.  He  wants  sinners 
to  enjo}’  the  pleasures  of  the  world,  and  hold 
Christ  too  ;  but  that  will  never  do.  The  Lion 
of  Judah  and  the  lion  of  hell  can  never  be 
yoked  in  the  same  chariot.  The  word  of  God 
says,  4  Come  out  from  among  them,  and  be  ye 
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separate  ;  touch  not  the  unclean  thing,  and  I 
will  receive  you.’ — 2  Cor.  vi,  17. 

“  The  man  who  sets  his  affections  on  the  earth 
has  a  lean  soul.  Their  Christianity  is  doubtful. 
If  they  are  Christians,  they  will  be  chastened  by 
God  for  serving  other  gods.  They  will  be  saved 
so  as  by  fire.  They  will  get  a  tasting  off  hell 
before  they  enter  heaven. 

“  I  hear  of  professing  Christians  who  spend 
six  or  seven  hours  dancing,  or  in  singing  foolish 
songs  ;  and  never  spend  an  hour  with  God  in 
their  closets.  Shame  on  them !  I  would  not 
give  a  straw  for  their  chance  of  heaven.  They 
are  lovers  of  pleasure  more  than  lovers  of  God. 
May  the  Lord  open  their  eyes.  The  Lord  says 
that  some  fear  Him  and  serve  their  own  gods, 
2  Kings  xvii,  41.  These  are  not  God’s  dear 
ones.  Another  set  are  described  in  the  Word: 
‘  And  they  come  unto  Thee  as  the  people  com- 
eth,  and  they  sit  before  Thee  as  my  people,  and 
they  hear  Thy  words,  but  they  will  not  do 
them ;  for  with  their  mouth  they  show  much 
love,  but  their  heart  goeth  after  their  covetous¬ 
ness.' — Ezek.  xxx,  31,  32.  Dear  - ,  read 

these  passages  for  yourself.  You  are  convinced, 

but  not  converted.  O  dear - ,  at  the  peril 

of  your  soul  get  a  true  conversion.  There  may 
be  manjr  convictions,  and  yet  no  conversion. 
Satan  has  a  counterfeit  grace  for  every  genuine 


SOWING  BESIDE  ALL  WATERS. 


69 


grace  of  the  Spirit.  Examine  yourself.  When 
a  man  leaves  the  service  of  Satan  to  serve 
Christ  he  gets  a  new  set  of  tools  altogether, 
and  a  new  set  of  pleasures — psalms  and  hymns, 
and  spiritual  songs,  and  holy  jojTs;  but  the 
Bible  never  speaks  of  your  comic  and  other 
foolish  songs,  and  there  is  not  a  word  about 
men  and  women  dancing  country  dances  and 
reels,  or  any  such  thing,  except  they  were  god¬ 
less  creatures  like  Herodias’  daughter.  Oh 
now,  for  your  very  life,  have  done  with  all 
such  things  as  these,  and  get  holiness  to  the 
Lord.  And  if  once  you  are  filled  with  the 
Spirit,  you  will  have  pleasures  that  will  last 
for  ever. 

“  Yours,  in  Jesus, 

“Robert  Annan.” 

The  person  to  whom  he  wrote  the  above  ac¬ 
knowledged  he  was  right,  and  sought  the  Lord 
with  many  tears,  and  evidence  of  true  repent¬ 
ance. 

Thus,  in  many  ways  did  he  labor  for  the 
i good  of  souls.  In  town  and  country  ;  by  night 
and  by  day ;  by  addressing  crowds  and  by 
speaking  to  individuals  ;  at  the  noisy  fair  and 
by  the  quiet  sick-bed ;  without  fear  or  favor ; 
by  prayers,  and  fastings,  and  tears,  and  watch¬ 
ings,  and  burning  words,  and  self-denials,  and 
holy  deeds,  and  self-sacrifices ;  by  sufferings, 
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and  reproaches,  and  mockery,  and  shame;  by 
seven  years  of  a  laborious  and  Christ-like  life, 
which  was  but  one  long  prayer  to  God  and  one 
great  effort  for  souls,  did  this  faithful  follower 
of  Jesus  spend  himself,  and  “  all  for  love,  and 
nothing  for  reward.” 

And  with  what  results,  do  you  ask  ?  Great 
results — results  worthy  of  an  angel’s  ambition 
— the  conversion  of  sinners,  the  salvation  of 
souls.  One  of  his  correspondents  writes  to  tell 
him  about  those  who  had  been  converted  through 


his  instrumentality  in  a  certain  place.  There  is 
one  whose  “  battles  with  the  enemy  are  very 


severe,”  but  “  she  is  rich  in  faith.”  And  there 


is  M —  H — ,  who  “  is  growing  very  fast  in 


grace.”  A  deep  work  of  God  is  going  on  in  old 


- ’s  soul.  K.  S.  “  is  quite  happy  ”  in  the 

Lord.  E.  and  W.  “  are  holding  on  steadfast  in 
the  faith.”  “  These  are  all  your  children  in  the 
faith,  and  there  are  many  more  here  whom  I 


don’t  know.” 

I  may  here  give  a  few  of  the  cases  that  have 
come  under  my  own  observation.  F.  M.,  a 
young  man,  was  leaving  a  meeting  one  night 
last  winter,  when  Robert  laid  his  hand  on  his 
shoulder,  saying,  “  Let  us  walk  home  together.”  i 
F.  M.  knew  what  Annan  would  say  to  him,  and 


wished  to  escape,  but  could  not.  “  How  is  it  If, 
with  your  soul?”  said  Robert.  “Well  enough,” 
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replied  F.  M.  “  And  what  is  your  reason  for 
thinking  you  are  saved  ?”  was  the  next  question. 
The  young  man  could  give  no  reason,  and  began 
to  feel  unhappy.  Robert  urged  the  necessity  of 
having  one’s  hope  for  eternity  well  grounded. 
They  came  to  a  well  at  which  several  women 
were  refreshing  themselves.  Robert  could  not 
pass  them,  and  turned  aside  to  speak  of  Jesus 
and  the  living  water.  Now  said  F.  M.  to  him¬ 
self,  I  will  slip  away  from  that  troublesome 
,  fellow  ;  but  an  eagle  eye  was  on  him,  and  he  felt 
ashamed  to  sneak  away.  The  conversation 
was  resumed.  “  Do  you  ever  pray  ?”  “Yes.” 
“What  do  you  pray?”  “I  pray  the  Lord’s 
prayer.”  “  Do  you  ever  pray  for  a  clean  heart  ?” 
“  No,  never.”  “  Then  you  never  saw  your  need 
of  anew  heart  ?”  “No.”  Robert  had  now  got 

in  the  thin  end  of  the  wedge,  and  began  to  drive 
:  it  home.  The  young  man  promised  to  go  to  his 
I  knees  that  night  and  pray  for  a  new  heart.  But 
he  did  not  so  pray.  He  tried  to  sleep,  but  in 
i  vain.  He  rose  at  length  to  humble  himself  be- 
ilfore  God,  and  continued  all  night  praying,  and 
,t  in  the  morning  his  face  was  swollen  with  weep- 
*  [ng.  Next  day,  instead  of  going  to  work,  he 
"  vent  to  seek  the  man  from  whom  but  the  pre- 
1  nous  night  he  had  endeavored  to  escape,  as 
it  from  the  plague.  He  found  him  at  his  daily 
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The  result  was 


employment  near  the  shore 
the  young  man’s  conversion. 

J.  F.,  a  young  man,  -was  invited- to  Robert’s 
meeting.  He  went,  and  such  was  the  power  of 
the  word,  that  J.  F.  imagined  the  speaker  had 
discovered  all  his  sins,  and  was  addressing  him 
personally,  lfe  was  brought  under  deep  con¬ 
viction,  and  at  first  attempted  to  build  up  a 
righteousness  upon  his  prayers  and  religious 
duties.  Again  Robert’s  word  came  with  power 
and  demolished  his  ill-grounded  hope.  His  men¬ 
tal  distress  was  extreme.  One  day  Robert  took 
from  his  pocket  a  letter  which  he  had  written, 
and  asked  J.  F.  if  he  thought  the  statement? 
contained  in  it  were  true.  True !  .T.  F.  had 
no  doubt  of  it,  for  he  did  not  suppose  that  his 
friend  could  write  down  lies.  “  Well,”  replied  i 
Annan,  “  it  appears  that  you  can  believe  nrj 
words;  but  you  cannot  give  God  credit  fo 
speaking  the  truth.  God  promises  to  forgiv 
your  sins  and  save  you,  if  you  but  trust  Him 
and  you  will  not.”  In  this  way  the  man  wa 
convinced  of  the  sin  of  unbelief,  and  rdtimatel 
was  enabled  to  lay  hold  on  the  arm  of  Chris 
for  salvation.  J.  F.  is  now  a  diligent  and  us* 
ful  laborer  in  the  vineyard  of  the  Lord. 

D.  M.,  another  young  man,  who  was  livin 
without  God  and  without  hope,  went  to  a  mee 
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sought  the  Lord,  but  without  finding  rest  to 
his  soul.  One  night  he  was  in  great  distress. 

Robert  said  to  him,  “  D - ,  you  are  easting 

anchor  in  the  ship’s  hold,  instead  of  throwing  it 
overboard  ;  you  are  seeking  peace  in  your  own 
heart,  instead  of  looking  out  to  Christ  for  it.” 
This  helped  him  to  see  his  error ;  and  not  long 
afterwards  D.  M.  found  peace  in  believing,  and 
is  now  an  earnest  worker  in  the  service  of 
Jesus. 

A  man  one  day  violently  assailed  him  for 
preaching  on  the  street.  Robert  meekly  bore 
the  assault.  The  man  went  home,  but  could 
not  sleep  ;  and  next  morning  went  and  begged 
Robert  to  forgive  him,  saying  that  he  could  not 
go  to  his  work  until  he  had  received  forgiveness. 
Robert  assured  him  that  he  had  freely  forgiven 
him,  and  exhorted  him  to  seek  forgiveness  of 
his  sins  from  God,  urging  on  him  to  accept 
Christ  at  once  as  his  Saviour.  That  man  has 
been  also  brought  to  Christ. 

Mrs. - was  one  night  awakened  on  hear¬ 

ing  Robert  tell  the  stoiy  of  his  conversion.  She 
was  in  deep  distress,  and  when  he  went  on  to 
speak  of  the  way  of  salvation,  she  thought  it 
was  too  simple  and  easy.  One  night  not  long 
afterwards  she  was  found  of  the  Saviour.  Great 
was  her  joy.  Her  husband  was  enabled  to  en¬ 
ter  into  the  ark  that  same  night ;  and  all  the 
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hours  till  morning,  and  all  the  day  following, 
were  spent  in  praising  and  glorifying  God. 
“  Keep  on  the  hill-tap,”  said  Robert  to  Mrs. 

- ,  “  as  lang  as  you  can.  Ye’ll  likely  he 

doon  i’  the  glen  yet  afore  ye’re  hame.” 

It  would  be  easy  for  the  writer  to  multiply 
instances,  for  many  were  awakened  through  his 
instrumentality  during  the  last  six  months  of 
his  life.  For  several  months  the  work  of  God 
was  carried  on  with  great  success,  both  in  the 
open  air  and  in  a  large  unfurnished  room  kindly 
granted  for  the  purpose  bjr  the  proprietor.  The 
room  was  called  “  The  Whisky  Shop.”  Many 
were  awakened  in  the  meetings  held,  there,  and 
souls  were  born  into  the  kingdom  of  God.  One 
and  another  will  tell  you  how  they  found  the 
Lord  one  night  in  “  the  whisky  shop.” 


CHAPTER  Y. 


WAYFARING  AND  WARFARING. 

“Speak  unto  the  children  of  Israel,  that  they  go 
forward.” — Exodus  xiv,  15. 

“Ye  shall  therefore  be  holy,  for  I  am  holy.” — Let. 
3:i,  45. 

“Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee! 

E’en  though  it  be  a  cross 
That  raiseth  me; 

Still  all  my  song  shall  be — 

Nearer,  my  God,  To  thee!  nearer  to  Thee.” 

“  What  are  you  doing  at  present?”  asked  a 
man  of  his  neighbor  one  day.  “  I  am  reading  a 
book  that  only  has  two  leaves,”  was  the  reply. 
“  Then  it  won't  take  you  long  to  read  it.” 
Months  passed  away,  and  they  met  again. 
“Well,  what  are  you  doing  now?”  “Why,  I 
am  still  reading  my  little  book.”  “  What !  and 
only  two  leaves  in  it?”  “Yes;  a  white  leaf 
and  a  red  one.”  “  I  don’t  understand  you.” 
“Well,  the  white  leaf  is  the  holiness  of  God, 
and  the  red  leaf  Is  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ, 
his  Son.  When  I  study  the  white  leaf,  and  see 
my  sin  in  the  light  of  God’s  holiness,  I  am 
glad  to  turn  to  the  Ted  leaf,  and  rest  my  eye 
on  the  blood  of  Jesus.  And  when  I  realize  the 
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preciousness  and  efficacy  of  the  Saviour’s 
blood,  I  feel  a  longing  for  holiness,  and  turn 
again  to  the  white  leaf.  The  little  book  will 
occupy  me  all  iny  life,  and  I  expect  it  will  be 
my  joyful  meditation  through  all  eternity.” 

How  few  of  the  people  of  God  go  straight 
forward  in  the  path  of  growing  holiness !  There 
are  some,  however,  who  never  seem  to  turn 
back  or  turn  aside,  or  even  stand  still.  Wise 
and  happjr  soids !  The  subject  of  this  sketch 
was  one  of  these.  So  thorough  was  the  work 
of  grace  in  his  conversion,  that  he  appeared 
to  have  no  inclination  left  to  return  to  his  old 
ways. 

His  former  life  he  now  utterly  abhorred. 
With  what  bitterness  of  godly  sorrow  did  he 
often  bewail  his  madness,  and  the  dishonor  he 
had  done  to  God  !  And  this  feeling  and  habit 
of  penitence  deepened  onward  to  the  end  of  his 
life.  Like  Rowland  Hill,  he  found  repentance 
to  be  a  useful,  if  not  also  an  agreeable  compa¬ 
nion,  and  one  whom  he  should  part  with  only  at 
the  gate  of  heaven.  Often  have  I  seen  the  tears 
gush  from  his  eyes  when  the  days  of  his  folly 
came  back  to  his  remembrance.  When  wicked 
men  flung  his  former  deeds  in  his  face,  he  went 
aside  and  humbled  himself  anew  before  his  God; 
and  when  Satan  began  to  taunt  him  with  the 
memory  of  his  sins,  lie  turned  the  adversary’s 
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weapon  against  himself,  saying,  “  If  I  have 
been  valiant  for  thee,  let  me  he  equally  valiant 
for  Christ.” 

It  may  be  truly  said  that  he  had  now  only 
two  ideas,  viz.,  personal  holiness,  and  the  saving 
of  souls.  These  ideas  in  his  ardent  nature  were 
flaming  passions.  He  really  lived  for  nothing 
else,  so  mightily  did  the  power  of  God  work  in 
his  soul.  He  had  but  two  weapons :  the  word 
of  God  and  prayer.  The  Bible  was  never  out 
of  his  hands  when  he  had  a  moment’s  leisure, 
and  he  carried  it  with  him  wherever  he  went. 
Prayer  was  his  delight — secret,  persevering, 
and  importunate  prayer.  The  first  thing  he 
did  on  going  home  to  his  ordinary  meals  was 
to  repair  to  his  closet.  Hours  of  fellowship 
with  God  was  a  small  thing  with  him.  Often 
was  his  meal  untasted  when  he  went  away  to 
lis  work;  he  had  been  eating  other  meat. 
Three  successive  nights  of  watching  unto 
rraj^er  -was  his  frequent  practice.  He  never 
vent  to  bed  on  Saturday  night ;  the  Sabbath 
Iways  found  him  on  his  knees.  And  his  busi- 
less  at  the  throne  of  grace  was  simply  this — 
icrsonal  sanctification,  and  the  salvation  of  a 
perishing  world. 

In  the  course  of  his  pilgrimage  he  passed 
through  the  Talley  of  Humiliation.  Once  a 
terrible  darkness  fell  upon  his  spirit.  God  re- 
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vealed  to  him  the  desperate  wickedness  of  his 
heart,  and  although  he  had  been  previously 
walking  blamelessly  and  in  the  fear  of  the  Lord, 
he  saw  in  himself  every  conceivable  sin.  He 
was  horrified,  overwhelmed,  and  almost  driven 
to  despair.  He  began  now  to  write  himself 
down  “a  black  hypocrite.”  Formerly  he  found 
hell  in  the  Bible  ;  now,  he  said,  he  found  it  in 
his  heart.  He  thought  he  was  “  another  Ju¬ 
das.”  “  Here  I  am  before  God,”  he  writes, 
“  nothing,  I  fear,  but  a  black  hypocrite ;  my 
best  works  are  filthy  in  his  sight,  and  what  can 
I  say  ?  I  would  still  plead  Christ’s  blood ; 
I  cry,  Grace  !  grace  !  free,  free,  sovereign  grace, 
by  that  alone  can  such  an  one  as  I  be  saved. 
I  long  for  holiness,  I  hunger  for  it,  and  yet  my 
heart  is  in  a  state  of  fearful  hardness.”  For 
three  whole  weeks  he  never  went  to  bed,  but 
prayed  and  fasted  all  that  time,  until  even  his 
iron  constitution  began  to  give  way.  He  fought 
with  Apollyon,  and  gained  the  victory  by  free 
sovereign  grace.  The  Sun  of  Righteousness 
shone  anew  upon  his  soul,  and  more  sweetly 
than  ever  before.  “  Blessed  is  the  man,”  he 
writes,  “  who  can  realize  the  sweet  assurance 
of  Christ’s  love.  Some  of  his  people,  I  dare 
say,  as  they  journey  along,  have  at  times  many 
doubts  (which  they  ought  not  to  have)  whether 
they  are  really  Christ's.  What  joy  will  be 


tl 

P; 

I 

k 

I 

a! 


tl 

on 

tai 

■ 

• 

I 

If 

in; 

iiij 

cot 

IE 

k 

*01 

lor 


dtir 

lod 

*nd 

frie 

fe 


WAYFARING  AND  WARFAR1NG. 


79 


theirs  as  they  are  met  by  Him  at  the  gate  of 
Paradise,  and  clasped  in  the  bosom  of  his  love.. 
I  have  often  doubted  my  heart,  but  I  cannot 
doubt  his  promise,  ‘  Him  that  cometh  to  me 
I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out.’  nis  blessed  face  is 
always  smiling  through  the  lattice  of  his  word 
— his  yea  and  amen-promises.  If  I  had  ten 
thousand  souls,  I  think  I  could  rest  them  all 
on  one  promise.  Oh  !  the  blessed  Jesus  !  who 
can  fathom  his  boundless  compassion?” 

After  coming  out  of  that  fiery  ordeal  his 
growth  in  grace  was  marked  and  rapid.  He 
grew  gentle,  quiet,  and  meek.  He  was  tenderly 
affectionate,  and  his  love  showed  itself  often  in 
tears.  He  was  not  less  solemn,  but  more  lov¬ 
ing,  in  his  public  addresses ;  and  his  self-deny¬ 
ing  labors  became  more  incessant.  Insult, 
contumely,  scorn,  and  blows  he  bore  with 
singular  meekness.  When  a  man  cast  soot 
upon  him  whilst  he  was  preaching  on  the  street, 
he  said,  “Man,  but  for  the  grace  of  God  I 
would  have  knocked  you  down,  but  I  will  pray 
for  you.”  And  he  did  it. 

Two  young  men,  brothers,  waylaid  him  one 
dark  night,  with  the  intention  of  doing  him 
bodily  harm ;  but  his  gentleness  disarmed  them, 
and  they  became  thenceforth  his  warmest 
friends.  A  drunkard  was  beating  his  wife,  and 
the  neighbors,  fearing  she  would  be  killed. 
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called  in  Hobert,  who  rescued  the  woman.  On 
this  the  brutal  husband  turned  upon  his  wife’s 
deliverer  and  dealt  him  several  blows.  “  Give 
him  up  to  the  police,”  cried  a  score  of  voices,  j 
“  No,”  said  Robert,  “  I  will  not :  I  have  a  bet- 11 
ter  way and  began  to  speak  kindly  to  the 
man.  “See,”  said  the  woman,  as  Robert  re¬ 
turned  only  kind  words  for  heavy  blows,  “  See 
what  the  grace  of  God  can  do.” 

A  certain  man  fiercely  attacked  him  one  day  , 
in  the  presence  of  many  people  and  cast  in  bis  , 
teeth  all  his  misdeeds.  “  It  is  all  true,”  said  he,  I 
“too  true.  Rut  the  Lord  Jesus  has  saved  me,  ' 
and  He  can  save  you  too.”  lie  felt  this  cruel  ( 
attack,  and  went  into  the  house  of  a  fellow- !’ 
Christian  to  rest  himself.  He  told  how  he  had 
been  wounded ;  but  said  again  with  tears,  “  It  is  I 
all  true.”  Having  refreshed  himself  with  a 
drink  of  water,  he  retired  to  an  adjoining  room, 
and  was  heard  pleading  fervently  for  the  sal¬ 
vation  of  his  malignant  enemy.  When  he 
came  out  he  was  quite  himself  again. 

Ilis  progress  in  grace  was  clearly  seen  in  his 
remarkable  superiority  to  tne  cares  of  this  life.  1 
During  his  last  years  he  did  not  appear  to  have 
a  thought  about  worldly  good.  No  one  could 
engage  him  in  a  conversation  about  such 
things.  Having  food  and  raiment  he  was  there¬ 
with  content ;  and  he  troubled  himself  not 
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about  to-morrow.  His  constant  saying  was, 

“  I  must  be  busy  about  my  Master’s  work,  for 
my  time  is  short.”  Prayer  was  his  resource 
in  every  time  of  straits.  At  the  beginning  of 
last  winter  he  came  home  one  night  shivering 
with  cold,  and  his  wife  remarked  that  his  coat 
was  growing  bare  and  thin,  and  he  would  need 
a  warmer  one  for  his  open-air  preaching.  “Well, 
Jeanie,”  said  he,  “we’ll  tell  the  Master  about 
it ;  and  may  be  He  will  gh'e  me  a  new  coat.” 

I  That  night  as  he  knelt  in  prayer  he  did  tell  his 

II  Master  about  the  cold  weather  and  the  new 
'  coat.  Xext  day  he  received  a  letter  from  some 
'  unknown  friend ;  the  letter  enclosed  three 
'  pounds!  Robert  held  up  the  money  in  his 
^  hands  and  thanked  his  gracious  Master.  The 
*  new  coat  was  procured,  and  the  brave  soldier 

n 

'  felt  he  was  well-harnessed  for  the  winter’s  cam- 
paign.  It  was  the  last  coat  he  needed :  he 
1 1  soon  exchanged  it  for  the  shining  robes  of 
,s  glory. 

On  another  occasion  his  wife  reminded  him 

la 

“  that  everybody  else  was  to  have  a  holiday,  and 
■'  it  was  a  pity  they  could  not  afFord  to  take  the 
e  children  to  the  country  for  a  single  day.  Ro- 
‘  bert  looked  at  the  children  and  at  his  wife,  and 
^  his  heart  was  touched.  “  Well,”  said  he,  “  per- 
'  haps  the  Lord  will  send  us  the  means,  and  we’ll 
rret  a  day  out.”  That  night  he  laid  the  matter 
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before  his  Heavenly  Father  ;  and  next  day  a 
letter  brought  the  necessary  means.  “  See,” 


md  i 
fitho 


says  Robert  in  an  exultant  tone,  “  see  what  a 


good  Master  we  serve  !  Jesus  not  only  gives 
his  servants  a  holiday,  but  He  pays  their  ex¬ 
penses  too.”  Out  of  the  heaven-sent  store  he 
provided  himself  wdth  a  large  supply  of  tracts, 
and  enjoyed  the  holiday  none  the  less  that  he 
seized  the  opportunity  of  doing  good.  In' one 
house  he  found  an  aged  woman,  who,  to  his 
kind"  inquiries  about  her  soul,  made  reply  that 
she  had  no  fear  of  death,  because  her  minister 
had  told  her  the  other  day  that  she  had  nothing 
to  fear  for  eternity,  seeing  she  had  been  a  well- 
behaved  person,  and  had  always  shown  an 
obliging  disposition  towards  her  neighbors. 
Robert  endeavored  to  show  her  the  utter  worth¬ 
lessness  of  her  own  righteousness  as  a  ground 
of  hope  before  God  ;  and  then  poured  forth  a 
fervent  prayer  for  her  salvation.  She  burst 
into  tears,  and  said  she  had  never  heard  such 


a  man  ;  and,  turning  to  the  rest  of  the  com¬ 


pany,  expressed  her  astonishment  that  thej 


Long  had  he  prayed  and  panted  for  holiness 
and  surely  of  that  holiness  which  distinguishec 
the  Lord  Jesus,  compassion  for  sinners  was 
one  great  element.  This  Christ-like  featurt 
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marked  him  in  no  common  degree. 
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end  of  his  life  he  could  hardly  pass  any  one 
without  affectionately  pressing  ujion  their  at¬ 
tention  the  things  of  eternity.  At  the  latest 
hour  of  the  night  he  would  linger  behind  his 
eompanions  to  speak  to  thoughtless  ones  on 
the  street.  Coming  home  one  nia;ht  with  his 
friend,  he  stopped  to  speak  to  four  youthful 
wanderers  on  High  Street.  “  Come  away,” 

!  said  his  friend,  “  don’t  you  see  it  is  within 
i  five  minutes  of  twelve  o’clock,  and  you  are 
i  puite  exhausted.”  “  Oh,  let  me  speak  to  them. 

;  Poor  souls  !  I  must  speak  to  them.”  He  spoke 
r  to  them;  and  the}’  fairly  broke  down  as  he 
r  pleaded  with  them,  weeping  and  entreating 
.  them  to  repent  and  turn  to  the  Lord.  He  came 
i  away  saying,  “  I  have  left  them  in  the  Lord’s 
..  hands.” 

i-  This  was  his  ordinary  course  :  speaking  to 
i  man  for  Christ,  and  speaking  to  Christ  for 
i  man.  And  this,  instead  of  retarding  his  growth 
it  In  grace,  promoted  his  personal  holiness  in  a 
h  remarkable  degree. 
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CHAPTER  Y I. 


LAST  WEEK  ON  EARTH. 

“  And  lie  said,  I  beseech  thee  show  me  thy  glory. 
— Exodus  xxxiii,  18-22. 

“  I  stand  upon  the  mount  of  God, 

With  sunlight  in  my  soul ; 

I  hear  the  storms  in  vales  beneath, 

I  hear  the  thunder  roll. 


But  I  am  calm  with  Thee,  my  God, 
Beneath  these  glorious  skies  ; 

And  to  the  height  on  which  I  stand, 
No  storms  nor  clouds  can  rise.” 


On  Wednesday,  24th  July,  18GT,  just  seven 
days  before  Robert  Annan  went  home,  he  wai!  1| 
standing  upon  a  raft,  and  as  be  floated  abouW 


he  was  suddenly  visited  with  an  extraordinary 
manifestation  of  God  to  his  soul.  He  had  long? 
ere  this  attained  to  cflose,  habitual,  and  almost) 
unbroken  fellowship  with  his  great  Redeemer  j|| 
but  now  he  was  brought  so  near  that  for  the  * 
time  he  knew  not  that  he  was  in  the  body.  Thd 
heavens  seemed  to  open  to  his  view.  The  gloryj , 
of  the  Lord  filled  his  soul  with  a  radiance  well  I] 
nigh  unsupportable.  His  cup  was  full.  So  nearj  \| 
did  Jesus  come  that  lie  felt  as  if  he  were  talking} 
to  Him  face  to  face.  So  glorious  did  the  Lord 
appear  in  his  majesty,  that  Robert  bowed  his 
head  with  awe  ;  and  vet  so  ineffable  was  the 
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love  and  condescension  of  that  peerless  One, 
that  his  disciple  was  filled  with  a  strange  over¬ 
powering  joj'.  How  long  this  lasted  he  could 
hardly  tell :  hut  the  shaking  of  the  raft  upon 
the  water  reminded  him  that  he  was  still  out¬ 
side  of  heaven.  Robert  spoke  of  this  to  his 
Christian  friends,  and  said,  “  Jesus  came  tome 
on  the  water,  and  I  thought  I  was  home.”  He 
looked  upon  this  blessed  experience  as  his 
Master’s  call  to  go  home.  “  Ho  not  wonder,” 
he  said  to  some  of  his  brethren,  “if  you  hear 
some  strange  thing  about  me  one  of  these 
days.” 

This  joy  appears  to  have  continued  in  a  great 
measure  with  him  until  he  finished  his  course. 
It  was  like  Elijah’s  double  meal  in  the  wilder¬ 
ness  ;  and  in  the  strength  of  it  he  went  even 
till  he  reached  the  mount  of  God.  Rear  the 
ATery  spot  where  he  saw  the  glory  of  the  Lord 
upon  the  raft,  and  seven  days  after,  Jesus  met 
him  again,  and  Robert  passed  triumphantly 
through  the  waters  to  the  joys  of  heaven  and 
the  bosom  of  his  God. 

Of  such  sublime  joys  we  may  say,  these  are 
the  things  that  make  a  man  willing  to  die,  nay, 
more,  that  make  death  blessed.  But  there  are 
those  who  will  call  this  mere  fanaticism.  Well, 
we  would  not  give  such  fanaticism  in  exchange 
for  their  cold  philosophy.  The  fanaticism  that 
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inspires  a  pure,  unselfish  life,  and  leads  to  a  (i 
noble,  heroic,  Christ-like  death,  is  surely  as  t 
valuable  at  least  as  the  poor  philosophy  that 
lives  only  for  itself,  and  dies  for  nobody. 

At  this  time  Robert  had  been  instrumental  in  I) 
rescuing  from  death,  if  not  also  from  a  worse  o 
fate,  a  young  woman  who  had  wandered  from 
the  paths  of  virtue.  He  found  her  at  an  early 
hour  of  the  morning  near  the  docks,  where  she 
purposed  to  drown  herself.  For  this  class  he 
had  almost  unbounded  compassion,  and  he  con¬ 
stantly  sought  their  recovery.  In  company 
with  a  friend  lie  would  walk  up  and  down  the 
streets  at  a  late  hour  in  the  hope  of  saving 
some  of  them.  A  few  days  before  he  was  taken 
away  he  was  employed  in  that  way,  when  a 
wretched  creature  accosted  him,  saying,  “Here’s 
a  saxpeuce,  Bob ;  come  and  get  a  dram.”  Ro¬ 
bert  turned  and  gave  her  such  a  pitying  look, 
that  the  poor  woman  burst  into  tears. 

On  the  Friday  preceding  his  death,  he,  along 
with  a  Christian  friend,  took  the  girl  whom  he 
had  found  at  the  docks  and  sent  her  by  train  to 
a  quiet  retreat,  where  under  the  wing  of  a  de¬ 
voted  Christian  lady  she  will  find  opportunity 
and  incentives  to  enter  on  the  path  of  well¬ 
doing.  “  Oh  how  much  I  have  felt  and  prayed 
for  that  girl,”  said  he  ;  “I  have  cried  for  her 
like  a  child.”  Two  days  afterwards  he  wrote 
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?r  the  following  letter-— the  last  he  ever 
rote : — 

“  Dundee,  28th  July,  1867. 

“  My  dear  Friend, — I  write  you  this  day 
lout  Jesus,  the  Saviour  of  poor  sinners  like 
ju  and  me.  I  do  not  see  any  reason  why 
)u  should  not  be  washed  in  his  blood  but 
jiat  which  every  other  careless  sinner  has. 

“  You  have  cost  me  more  tears  than  many, 
trust  not  in  these  for  any  good  to  you,  but  I 
o  trust  in  Jesus  that  He  will  save  you. 

“  Remember,  dear  Elizabeth,  that  more  are 
•aying  for  you  than  me,  or  even  your  dear 
other,  brother,  or  others.  Jesus  is  at  the 
ather’s  right  hand  pleading  for  you  ;  and  the 
ason  why  you  are  not  in  hell,  suffering  the 
mgeance  of  eternal  fire,  is  because  Jesus 
eads  and  says,  ‘  Spare  it  yet  a  little  longer, 
11  I  shall  dig  about  it  and  dung  it.’ 

“  Dear  sister,  what  a  dreadful  hell  yours  will 
)  if  you  go  there.  You  will  have  to  go  forc- 
g  your  way  over  a  mother’s  prayers,  tears 
id  warnings,  your  own  profession  once  made, 
id  the  entreaties  of  others.  Will  not  all  this 
ake  hell  hotter  ?  An  eternal  hell !  Eliza- 
;th,  think  about  that  I  Mercy  offered  now! 
hink  about  that !  Jesus  inviting  you  1  Think 
’  that  I  His  loving  arms  open  to  receive  you ! 
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Think  about  that !  Elizabeth,  I  wish  I  coul 
give  you  to  Jesus.  I  will  try  to  do  it  by  fait 
Will  you  not  go  to  the  dear,  loving  Saviot 
who  bled  and  died  on  Calvary  to  save  sinne: 
like  you  from  hell  ?  Dear  soul,  will  you  resi; 
Him  any  longer  ?  I  am  as  certain  he  will  sai 
you  as  I  write  this  note,  if  you  will  but  trui 
in  Him. 

“  I  ask  you  as  a  dear  friend  to  go  to  Jesu 
and  He  will  forgive  you,  taking  you  to  h 
bosom  where  you  will  be  safe  forever. 

“  I  am  your  real  friend, 

“Robert  Annan.” 

All  Saturday  night,  Robert,  as  was  his  won- 
spent  in  prayer.  On  Lord’s  Day  morning  h 
called  his  family  for  worship  at  half-past  sis 
Thereafter  he  went  to  the  police  authoritie 
and  obtained  leave  to  hold  one  more  meetin 
in  Couttie’s  Wynd.  A  like-minded  fellov 
laborer  meeting  him,  said,  “  I  am  afraid,  Roberl 
they  will  put  us  off  the  streets  altogether;”  t| 
which  he  replied,  “  I’ve  got  my  ain  place  anc 
mair ,  but  gang  ye  to  the  streets,  Willy.” 

At  Couttie’s  Wynd,  on  Sabbath  morning,  h 
began  the  meeting  by  singing — 

“Forever  with  the  Lori!, 

Amen,  so  let  it  he, 

Life  from  the  dead  is  i  :  that  word; 

’Tis  immortality. 
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Here  in  the  body  pent, 

Absent  from  Him  I  roam, 

Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 
A  day’s  march  nearer  home.” 

Ater  prayer,  he  spoke  from  “  Ichabod,  the 
lory  is  departed.” — 1  Sam.  iv,  21.  After  fully 
tating  the  Scripture  narrative,  he  said — “Dear 
•iends,  the  ark  of  God  has  been  brought  in 
re  preaching  of  the  gospel  to  Couttie’s  Wynd, 
nd  you  know  that  the  idols  have  been  falling 
efore  it.  And  if  the  gospel  were  allowed  to 
ave  free  course  into  your  hearts  and  homes 
y  the  power  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  it  would 
weep  every  idol  away.  But  alas !  like  the 
’hilistines  of  old,  some  of  you  are  determined 
3  send  the  ark  of  God  away,  because  it  is 
roving  too  strong  for  your  idols.  O  consider 
hat  you  are  doing.  You  cannot  have  Christ 
nd  your  idols  too.  What  will  your  idols  do 
;>r  you  at  the  hour  of  death  and  at  the  bar  of 
le  great  God  ?  Are  you  so  mad  as  to  prefer 
lust,  a  little  money,  or  drink,  or  ease,  or 
leasure,  to  Jesus  and  the  salvation  of  your 
ever-dying  souls  ?  God,  in  his  mercy,  prevent 
; !  But  it  has  come  to  this :  will  you  have 
'hrist  and  eternal  life,  or  j-our  sins  and  perish 
:>rever  and  ever  ?  0  how  happy  you  would  be 

f  you  only  received  J esns  into  your  hearts. 

“  Dear  children,  I  cannot  tell  you  how  happy 
was  last  Wednesday  morning  down  there 
8* 
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upon  the  water,  when  the  Lord  showed  me  hi; 
glory.  If  you  but  tasted  these  joys,  you  woulc 
wonder  at  your  present  foolishness  in  putting 
Christ  away  from  you.  I  may  never  have 
another  opportunity  of  speaking  to  you.  1 
may  be  in  heaven  before  next  Sabbath ;  and  me 
thinks  I  will  look  down  from  glory  on  Couttie’f 
Wynd.  0  dear,  dear  souls,  if  you  will  noi 
have  Jesus  and  salvation ;  if  you  die  in  you] 
sins,  these  walls  will  testify  against  you,  foi 
they  have  resounded  with  the  offers  of  salva¬ 
tion  made  to  you  ;  this  pavement  will  testify 
against  you ;  and  I  will  be  a  swift  witness 
against  you  on  that  great  day.  ‘  0  turn  ye 
turn  ye,  why  will  ye  die?’ 

“Stop,  poor  sinner,  stop  and  think, 

Before  you  further  go; 

Can  you  sport  upon  the  brink 
Of  everlasting  woe?” 

On  returning  from  his  morning  service  he 
went  to  church ;  but  he  was  so  filled  with  divine 
light  and  joy  that  he  could  not  enter  the  sanc¬ 
tuary,  and  retired  to  pour  out  his  soul  in  secret1 
praises.  In  the  afternoon  he  went  and  spoke 
to  the  gipsies,  then  encamped  in  the  neighbor¬ 
hood  ;  came  home  and  went  to  his  knees  again ; 
then  to  Lilybank  to  address  an  open-air  meet¬ 
ing  ;  and  again  to  Couttie’s  Wynd  at  seven 
o’clock ;  thence  again  to  the  gipsies’  tent,  where 
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ie  spoke,  sang,  and  prayed ;  and  returned  to 
lis  own  house  at  half-past  ten  in  a  state  of 
•omplete  exhaustion,  but  full  of  joy  in  the 
Lord.  Such  was  Robert  Annan’s  last  Lord’s 
lav  on  earth.  His  Lord’s  days  during  the 
even  years  of  his  life  of  faith  had  been  spent 
n  much  the  same  vaj.  And  the  last  two 
lays  of  his  pilgrimage  were  occupied  in  his 
sual  way — at  his  earthly  calling  during  the 
ay,  and  at  night  in  the  Lord’s  vineyard. 
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“And  they  that  be  wise  shall  shine  as  the  bright 
ness  of  the  firmament,  and  they  that  turn  many  t  ' 
righteousness  as  the  stars  for  ever  and  ever.”-;! 
Daniel  xii,  3. 

’  .  » 

“  From  the  far-off  fields  of  earthly  toil, 

A  goodly  host  they  come, 

And  sounds  of  music  are  on  the  air — 

’Tis  the  song  of  the  Harvest-home. 

The  weariness  and  the  weeping —  ,, 

The  darkness  has  all  passed  by, 

And  a  glorious  sun  has  risen — 

The  sun  of  eternity.” 

The  time  was  at  hand  when  the  Master ’( j 
“  Come  up  hither”  should  greet  the  servant’s  r 
ear,  and  be  received  with  a  joyful  “  Here  an , 
I.”  He  had  no  fear  of  death  ;  his  faith  had 
put  every  fear  to  flight.  He  had  often  prayed  ; 
that  God  might  be  glorified  in  his  death,  and  * 
the  prayer  was  about  to  he  answered  in  a  re-  >} 
markable  way.  He  felt  assured  that  the  Lord  . 
had  granted  that  desire  of  his  heart.  One  day,  [ 
on  leaving  his  closet  to  go  and  speak  for  Jesus  y 
at  the  Fair,  one  of  his  relatives  said,  “  It  is  ol ; 
no  use  for  you  to  go,  Robert,  they  won’t  hear 
you.”  To  which  he  replied,  with  much  solem-  0 
nity,  “Well,  if  they  will  not  hear  me  whilst  I 
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ive,  I  am  persuaded  God  will  make  them  hear 
lira  by  my  death.” 

He  had  prayed  for  a  triumphant  death.  One 
lay,  when  speaking  about  heaven,  Mrs.  B.  said, 
‘  I’ll  be  satisfied  if  I  manage  somehow  to  get 
n.”  “  What !”  said  Robert,  pointing  to  a 
unken  vessel  that  had  just  been  dragged  up 
he  Tay,  “  would  you  like  to  be  pulled  into 
leaven  by  two  tugs,  like  the  London  yonder  ? 
tell  you,  I  would  like  to  go  in  with  all  my 
ails  set,  and  colors  flying.” 

;  He  had  worked  hard  and  lived  fast  in  the 
jdaster’s  service.  He  had  done  more  in  seven 
['ears  than  many  in  seven  times  seven.  “  You 
.re  working  too  hard,  Robert,”  was  often  said 
o  him.  His  reply  was,  “  The  harder  I  work 
”11  get  the  sooner  hame.  We  must  den}'  our- 
lelves  ;  we’ll  no  get  to  heaven  on  a  feather  bed.” 

On  the  morning  of  Wednesday,  31st  July,  he 
■ose  at  four  o’clock,  and  spent  a  long  season  in 
;ecret  prayer.  Some  of  the  neighbors  heard 
he  sound  of  his  wrestlings,  and  remarked  to 
lis  wife  that  Robert  had  been  “very  busy  with 
lis  God  that  morning.”  He  returned  to  break- 
ast  as  usual,  and  after  family  worship  spent 
lalf  an  hour  iu  secret  prayer.  He  then  hung 
ipon  the  walls  of  his  house  outside  two  boards, 
m  which  was  pasted  the  following  placard, 
ssued  by  Mr.  Duncan  Matheson,  editor  of  the 
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“  Herald  of  Mercy  f  a  periodical  blessed  of 
God  to  the  conversion  of  many  souls  : — 

THE 

TWO  ROADS. 


D 


toe  mo>m. 


vii,  13 
ii,  13 


Its  Gate  is  wide,  .  Matt. 

Its  way  is  dark,  .  Prov 
Its  paths  aro  false  Prov.  xiv,  12 
It  is  crowded  by 
those  who  forsake 

God . Isaiah  i,  4 

Who  do  iniquity,  Isaiah  lix,  3 


Who  serve  the 


devil, 


John  viii,  44 


It  leads  to  Misery ,  Rom.  ii,  9 
Death,  ....  Rom.  vi,  21 
Judgment,  .  ,  Matt,  xii,  36 

Its  end  is  HELL, 
where  there  shall 
be  wailing  and 
gnashing  of  teeth,  Matt.  xiii,42 


TOE 


,  14 

10fK 


Ml 
21  h 


Its  Gate  is  strait,  Matt,  vii . 

Its  way  is  light,  John  viii, 

Its  paths  are  truth,  Ps.  xxv 
It  is  trod  by  those 
who  forsake  sin,  lPet.iii,10, 
Who  do  the  will 
of  God,  .  .  .  Matt,  vii, 

Who  serve  the 
Lord  Christ,  .  .  Col.  iii, 

It  leads  to  Happi¬ 
ness,  ....  Ps.  lxiv, 

Life,  ....  Matt,  vii, 

Eternal  Glory,  1  Peter  v, 

Its  end  is  HEAVEN, 
where  there  is  ful¬ 
ness  of  joy  and 
pleasures  forever¬ 
more,  ....  Ps.  xvi,  ll[i( 
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READER, 


MARK!  ON  THIS  SIDE  YOU  HAVE 
DEATH! 
DAMNATION! 
SATAN! 


AND  ON  THIS  SIDE  YOU  FIND 
LIFE! 

SALVATION! 

GOD! 


Along  which  of  these  roads  are  you  hastening?— -for  in  one  or  the 
other  you  most  certainly  are.  Are  you  on  the  wav  to  GOD  and 
HEAVEN,  or  SATAN  and  HELL  ?  A  mistake;  if  continued  to  the 
end,  will  be  fatal !  ‘  ‘For  what  shall  it  profit  a  man.  if  he  shall  gain 

the  whole  world,  and  lose  his  own  soul?’  ’—Mark  viii,  36. 


!\ 


Jesus  Christ  says,  “I  am  the  Way,  the  Truth,  and  the  Life:  no 
man  cometh  unto  the  FATHER  BUT  BY  ME.  '  ’—John  xiv,  6.  kiHo 
that  believeth  on  Me  hath  everlasting  life.  ’’—John  vi,  47.  “Him 
that  cometli  to  me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out.  ’’—John  vi.  37.  “I 
came  not  to  call  the  righteous  but  sinners  to  repentance.'’ — Mark 
ii,  17.  “The  Son  of  Man  has  come  to  seek  and  to  save  that  which 
was  lost.  ’  ’—Luke  xix,  10. 


WHERE  WILL  YOU  SPEND  ETERNITY? 
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He  then  took  a  piece  of  chalk  and  wrote  upon 
e  pavement  “  ETERNITY,”  and  on  the  gate 
DEATH,”  and  went  to  his  work  at  the  docks, 
two  hours  he  met  Death,  to  him  in  Christ  a 
.nquished  foe,  and  entered  Eternity,  to  be  for- 
er  with  the  Lord.  He  was,  as  we  have  said 
fore,  a  powerful  swimmer.  “  Swimming,”  he 
id,  “  was  a  gift  bestowed  on  him  by  God,  and 
desired  to  use  it  for  the  glory  of  God.”  The 
st  life  he  saved  was  that  of  his  brother  Eben- 
er.  When  boys  they  were  one  day  bathing  ; 
oenezer  could  not  swim,  and  going  beyond  his 
pth  began  to  sink.  Robert,  alarmed  by  his 
y,  swam  to  the  spot,  and  dragged  him  to  the 
ore.  In  the  course  of  a  few  years,  in  the  lat- 
r  part  of  his  life,  he  had  saved  at  least  six  or 
ven  lives.  In  one  day  he  saved  two.  After 
iving  rescued  the  first  of  these  he  went  home,, 
id  putting  on  a  good  suit  of  clothes,  he  said 
th  a  smile,  “  I  should  not  like  to  jump  in  again 
id  6poil  my  good  clothes  ;  and  yet  I  don’t 
ink  I  could  resist  the  temptation.”  On  re- 
rning  to  the  harbor  he  heard  the  cry  raised 
at  another  bojT  was  drowning,  and  instantly 
unging  in,  good  clothes  and  all,  he  plucked 
e  youth  from  the  jaws  of  death.  One  boy 
|  horn  he  was  saving  he  held  up  in  the  water,. 

id  ail  the  while  spoke  to  him  of  Jesus,  saying, 

■  Trust  in  Jesus,  He  will  save  you  from  eternal 

'  :ath.” 


96  A  BRAND  FROM  THE  BURNIN3. 

Some  time  ago  lie  was  presented  with,  i 
Dundee  Humane  Society’s  silver  medal,  and  ’ , 
resolution  of  the  Society  printed  onparchme, 
in  acknowledgment  of  his  heroic  efforts.  Si  p 
things  as  these  he  did  not  despise ;  but  i 
could  not  overlook  the  greater  imlue  of  j 
soul’s  life,  and  he  had  ever  an  eye  to  the  fi|( 
recompense  of  reward.  Once,  when  presen 
with  several  volumes  by  those  to  whom  he  1 
been  the  messenger  of  Christ,  he  said,  “  I  wo 
much  rather,  dear  friends,  that  you  would  hi 
me  to  bring  more  souls  to  Jesus.” 

°  I  f£ 

When  his  wife  expressed  a  fear  that  he  wo  j 
one  day  lose  his  life  in  saving  others,  he  repl  ^ 
“  Dear  Jeanie,  could  I  look  on  a  fellow-^ 
ture  perishing,  and  not  endeavor  to  save  lib  ^ 

To  return  to  our  narrative.  About  twe  | 
o’clock  a  boy,  eleven  years  old,  fell  intof,  , 
water,  and  Robert,  hearing  the  cry,  plungec  t 
to  save  him.  Having  reached  the  spot  wb  ; 
the  boy  was  struggling  for  life,  he  laid  hold  , 
him,  and  bidding  him  “  hang  on  by  his  nei  t 
he  made  way  for  the  shore.  But  the  curj  [ 
proved  too  strong  for  even  the  strong  swimn  „ 
and  two  boats  put  off  to  his  assistance.  . 
child  was  saved,  but  the  man  of  God  w 
down.  He  might  have  saved  himself  by  letl 
the  boy  go.  But  he  did  not  so.  The  :  ■ 
sacrificing  and  Christ-like  man  would  s 
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mother  if  he  perished  himself.  Waving  his 
iand,  as  if  bidding  farewell — so  says  a  spec- 
ator  of  the  scene — and  with  a  smile  on  his  face, 
ie  laid  himself  on  his  back  and  went  down, 
town  !  did  I  say.  Xo  ;  not  down,  but  up;  for 
he  man  himself,  the  nobler  part,  washed  in  the 
ilood  of  Christ  and  clad  in  the  beauty  of  holi- 
less,  went  up  to  be  for  ever  with  his  God. 

Some  taunt  the  followers  of  Jesus  with  being 
reak  and  mean.  Was  Robert  Annan  such  an 
me  ?  A  braver,  a  manlier  fellow  never  lived, 
low  few  live  as  he  lived  during  his  last  seven 
'ears !  How  few  could  die  as  he  died  ?  He 
lied  for  another.  He  gave  his  life  for  the  life 
>f  a  poor  boy  whom  he  had  never  seen  before. 

He  died  in  his  thirty-third  year,  in  his  prime, 
md  in  the  midst  of  his  usefulness,  as  we  in  our 
’bort-sightedness  are  wont  to  say ;  but  let  us 
hot  forget  that  the  Lord  takes  his  people  home, 
lot  merely  because  their  work  is  done  on  earth, 
nit  because  they  are  needed  in  heaven.  This, 
perhaps,  is  one  of  the  things  we  know  not  now, 
nit  which  we  shall  know  hereafter.  When 
Robert  Annan  lay  across  the  railway  all  night 
n  America,  God  mercifully  preserved  him 
vhen  no  human  aid  was  near ;  but  now  when 
1  nany  were  at  hand  to  help,  the  Lord  took  him. 

In  the  former  case  he  was  ripe  for  destruc- 
:ion,  and  the  Lord  interposed  to  save  him  from 
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temporal  and  eternal  death  ;  hut  now,  when  1 
was  ripe  for  glory,*  neither  his  own  strengt 


rthe 

uric 


Tht 


V 


h 


*  The  phrase  “ripe  for  glory”  is  doubtless  used  by  tl 
author  in  a  Scriptural  sense;  but  it  is  one  which  we  hat 
reason  to  know  frequently  misleads  those  who  res 
or  hear  it,  and  it  is  often  the  utterance  of  a  fall 
conception.  If  indeed  it  only  meant,  with  those  wliL 
use  ft,  and  conveyed  to  those  who  hear  it,  that  the  branc 
in  the  vine  had  at  length  reached  its  maturity  in  th  ’>r' 
“ordained”  fruit-bearing,  and  was  then  removed,  no  e: ; 
ception  could  bo  taken  to  it  (John  xv,  1-8, 1G).  But  “rip 
for  glory,”  “meet  for  heaven,”  and  other  such  expression 
are  very  commonly  used  to  signify  the  attainment  of  sue 
degree  of  fruit-bearing,  as  that  the  believer  is  no’ 
thereby  fitted  to  enter  heaven,  and,  less  or  more  vague! 
attaching  to  this  tho  idea  that  his  meetness  to  enter,  o 
to  be  in  heaven,  is  in  some  way  found  in  his  ripe  fruitful 
ness.  Now  it  is  certain  that  whatever  value  Christ  ma 
attach  to  the  fruit  of  His  grace  in  the  saints — and  tha 
fruit  is  very  precious,  as  glorifying  His  Father  here,  am 
shall  surely  be  rewarded  yonder — it  can  in  no  way  con 
stitute  either  our  title  or  our  fitness  for  heaven,  when  w< 
shall  be  presented  faultless  before  the  presence  of  Hi 
glory.  Then  indeed  we  shall  have  parted  forever  witl 
the  “flesh  and  blood,”  which  “cannot  inherit  the  king 
dom  of  God,”  and  with  the  “corruption”  which  “cannol 
inherit  incorruption”  (1  Cor.  xv).  But  that  “change”  1 
not  the  result  of  maturity  in  Christian  life  attained  here 
but  the  result  of  Christ  having  risen  as  the  “first  fruit: 
from  the  dead.” 

The  youngest  believers  are  taught  to  join  in  “Giving 
thanks  unto  the  Father,  who  hath  made  us  meet  to  be 
partakers  of  the  inheritance  of  the  saints  in  light”  (Col  1 
1,12).  And  in  this  thanksgiving  they  can  join  the  mo. 
ment  they  can  intelligently  say,  “We  have  redemption 
through  His  blood,  tho  forgiveness  of  sins  according  to 
the  riches  of  His  grace”  (Col.  i,  14;  Epli.  i,  7).  From  first 
to  last,  and  externally,  our  salvation,  our  acceptance 
and  our  meetness  for  heavenly  glory  rest  on  His  preciou: 
blood.  (Comp.  Rev.  i,  5,  6;  v.  9, 10.)  C.  C. 


GOING  HOME. 


99 


r  the  strength  of  others  could  keep  him  one 
ur  longer  away  from  his  Father’s  house. 

When  the  waters  closed  over  him  as  a  shroud, 
i  angel-guard  was  ready  to  carry  him  aloft, 
d  the  bells  of  heaven  pealed  forth  his  welcome 
me.  What  a  sight  met  his  enraptured  spirit ! 
>w  his  ej'es  behold  the  King  in  his  beauty, 

;  feet  tread  the  gold-paved  streets  of  the  New 
rusalem.*  He  shines  as  a  jewel  in  Imrna- 

We  deem  it  needful  for  the  truth’s  sake,  to  notice 
at  we  cannot  but  think  a  mistaken  view  of  the  present 
ulition  of  departed  saints.  It  is  in  the  test  taken  for 
mted— and  it  is  a  popular  tenet — that  believers  upon 
i  death  of  the  body,  are  immediately  glorified  in 
wen:  they  are  spoken  of  as  ‘‘treading  the  gold-paved 
eets,”  and  are  represented  as  wearing  their  crowns  of 
>ry.  Now  we  believe  this  idea  is  as  injurious  as  it  is 
scriptural.  It  is  indeed  blessedly  true  that  when  we 
3  “absent  from  the  body  we  are  present  with  the 
id.”  Cut  this  is  a  very  different  thing  from  glorifica- 
>n.  For  our  glory  and  crowning  we  await  the  coming 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  “who  shall  change  our  vile 
dy  that  it  may  be  fashioned  like  to  His  glorious  body  ” 
Uil.  iii,  21). 

The  thought  from  which  wc  dissent,  has  been  the 
jaus  of  putting  a  looking  for  death,  on  the  part  of 
id’s  saints,  in  the  place  of  the  expectation  of  “that 
3ssed  hope,  even  the  glorious  appearing  of  the  great 
id  and  our  Saviour  Jesus  Christ;  and  the  loss  of  the  prac- 
•al  power  of  that  hope  has  necessarily  followed:  “for 
ery  one  that  hath  this  hope  in  Him  purifietli  himself 
He  is  pure”  (Sec  Titus  ii,  13;  I  John  iii,  2,  3;  Col.  iii, 
5)- 

igreeablv  to  the  Scriptures  already  referred  to,  he¬ 
wers  are  not  glorified  and  crowned  each  separately 
death,  but  altogether,  when  “the  trumpet  shall  sound, 
d  the  dead  shall  be  raised  incorruptible,  and  we” 
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nnel’s  glorious  diadem.  No  tear  shall  ev< 
dim  his  e}Te  again ;  for  the  hands  that  we: 
nailed  to  the  cross  have  wiped  them  all  awa 
Amongst  the  ransomed  company  his  voice  ma 
he  heard  joining  in  the  song — never  endin 
and  ever  new — “  Unto  Him  that  loved  us,  an 
washed  us  from  our  sins  in  his  own  blood,  an 
hath  made  us  kings  and  priests  unto  God  an 
his  Father;  to  Him  be  glory  and  dominio  ® 
forever  and  ever.  Amen.” — Ttev.  i,  6,  1. 

1 

(those  “living  and  remaining  unto  the  coming  of  th 
Lord”)  “we  shall  bo  changed”  (1  Cor.  iv.  Comp.  1  Thes 
iv,  13-end).  So  we  find  the  Apostle  himself,  throug  I 
whom  we  are  taught  these  tilings,  when  about  “to  b 
offered,”  saying,  “Henceforth  there  is  laid  up  for  me  . 
crown  of  righteousness,  which  the  Lord,  the  righteou  ' 
Judge,  shall  give  me  at  that  day:  and  not  to  me  only,  hv 
unto  all  them  also  that  love  His  appearing  ”  (2  Tim.  iv,  8] 
All  who  love  His  appearing  shall  be  glorified  togethe 
“at  that  day:”  meantime  they  who  have  “fallen  asleep  ii 
Him,”  are  “ with  Christ,”  and  their  crowms  are  “ laid  vpfo 
them.” 


C.  C. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


UNEXPECTED  ECHOES. 

“And  devout  men  carried  Stephen  to  his  burial, 
nd  made  great  lamentation  over  him.” — Acts  viii,  2. 

A  voice  is  heard  on  earth  of  kinsfolk  weeping 
The  loss  of  one  they  love: 

But  he  has  gone  where  the  redeem’d  are  keeping 
A  festival  above. 

‘The  mourners  throng  the  streets,  and  from  the 
ste°ple 

The  funeral  hell  tolls  slow; 

But  on  the  golden  streets  the  holy  people 
Are  passing  to  and  fro, 

‘And  saying,  as  they  meet;  ‘Bejoice,  another 
Long  waited  for  is  come; 

The  Saviour’s  heart  is  glad — a  younger  brother 
Hath  reached  the  Father’s  home.’  ”* 

The  death  of  Robert  Annan  was  felt  to  be 
,  public  calamity ;  thousands  wept  for  him  as 
f  each  had  lost  a  brother  or  a  friend.  Groups 
>f  working  men  stood  at  the  corners  of  streets 
liscussing  the  sad  event ;  and  as  they  talked, 
uany  a  brave  man  turned  away  to  hide  his 
ears.  In  the  east  end  of  Dundee  you  would 
iave  thought  there  was  one  dead  in  every 
touse.  “I  question,”  it  was  said,  “if  ever 

*  See  note  on.  page  99,  which  maybe  applied  to  much 
a  these  lines.  C.  C. 
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there  was  so  much  weeping  in  this  town  for  one  situ: 


man.”  Seldom,  indeed,  has  such  been  the  case. 


osi, 


The  man  who  but  a  few  days  before  his  death  m 


was  despised  and  hated  by  many,  was  mobbed, 


ielt 


derided,  hooted  down,  pelted  with  soot  and  i  to 


ibor 


iki 

Iti 


in 


stones,  and  spat  upon  for  the  sole  crime  of 
preaching  Jesus  to  perishing  men,  was  now  the  atti 
object  of  universal  lamentation ;  ten  thousand 
tongues  spoke  of  him  only  in  terms  of  praise. 
Newspapers*  and.  religious  periodicals  carried 
the  thrilling  story  of  his  life,  conversion,  heroic  ios 
labors  and  death,  to  hundreds  of  thousands  ie  1 
throughout  the  land,  and  many  that  were 
melted  by  the  touching  recital  heard  at  the 
same  time  what  the  grace  of  God  can  do. 
This  was  surely  an  unexpected  echo.  Was  it 
not  the  voice  of  God  in  answer  to  Robert’s 
prayer  that  liis  death  might  be  the  occasion  of 
blessing  to  the  people  of  his  native  town  ? 

On  Saturday,  the  3d  of  August,  the  remains 
of  this  faithful  soldier  of  the  Cross  were  buried 
in  the  Eastern  Necropolis.  The  funeral  was  in 
every  respect  of  an  extraordinary  character. 
The  great  bell  of  the  Old  Steeple  rung  out  a 
solemn  peal — an  honor,  it  is  said,  accorded  to 
a  working  man  for  the  first  time  in  the  present 


ist 


*  A  thrilling  sketch  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  James  Scrym*  , 
geour,  appeared  in  the  “ Dundee  Advertiser and  the  x 
“ Herald  of  Mercy."  It  touched  the  hearts  of  thousands. 
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mtury.  This  was  clone  by  order  of  the  Pro- 
>st,  and  met  with  universal  approval.  A  vast 
ultitude,  thoughtful  and  sad,  assembled  near 
ie  house  where  the  dead  lay,  and  man y  pressed 
to  take  a  “  farewell  look  of  the  brave  ancl 
borious  hero,”  whose  “  manly  and  massive 
atures  looked  much  as  he  had  been  often 
:en — mourning  for  sinners.  Many  brave  men 
lterecl  beside  that  coffin.  Never  in  the  halls 
‘  kings  did  tears  fall  more  fast  and  freely  than 
lose  that  fell  in  ‘  the  but  and  ben'*  which  was 
ie  humble  but  happy  home  of  Robert  Annan.” 
short  service  was  then  conducted.  Besides 
ie  reading  of  the  90th  Psalm,  and  the  offering 
’  prayer,  a  hymn  which  Robert  had  often 
ishecl  his  friends  would  sing  in  his  dying 
onr,  was  read  and  partly  sung.  The  hymn, 
ffiich  well  expresses  his  faith,  his  heavenly- 
indedness,  and  his  full  assurance  of  hope,  is 
}  follows : 

Come  sing  to  me  of  heaven 
When  I’m  about  to  die; 

Sing  songs  of  holy  ecstasy, 

To  waft  my  soul  on  high. 

There’ll  be  no  more  sorrow  there, 

There’ll  be  no  more  sorrow  there. 

In  heaven  above,  where  all  is  love, 
There’ll  be  no  more  sorrow  there. 

*  But  and  ben  is  a  Scottish  phrase  for  an  outer  and  inner 

om, 
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When  cold  and  sluggish  drops 
Roll  off  my  marble  brow, 

Break  forth  in  songs  of  joyfulness, 
Let  heaven  begin  below. 


When  the  last  moments  come, 

Oil,  watch  my  dying  face, 

To  catcli  the  bright,  seraphic  glow 
Which  on  each  feature  plays. 


Then  to  my  enraptured  car 
Let  one  sweet  song  be  given; 
Let  Jesus  cheer  me  last  on  earth, 
And  greet  me  first  in  heaven. 


Then  close  my  sightless  eyes, 
And  lay  me  down  to  rest, 

And  clasp  my  cold  and  icy  hands 
Upon  my  lifeless  breast. 


When  round  my  senseless  clay 
Assemble  those  I  love, 

Then  sing  of  heaven  delightful  heaven, 
My  glorious  house  above. 


It  may  well  be  believed  that  the  singin 
proved  too  much  for  human  nature,  and  tha 
the  whole  company'  were  bathed  in  tears 
Prayer  was  again  offered  without  doors,  th 
minister  standing  on  the  stone  on  which  wa 
still  legible,  as  written  by  Robert  on  the  morn 
ing  of  his  death,  the  word  “  ETERNITY. 
Some  six  hundred  men,  among  whom  was  th< 
Chief  Magistrate,  marched  behind  the  hearsi 
to  the  place  of  burial.  Great  crowds  of  spec 
tators,  many  of  them  deeply  affected,  lined  thi 
streets ;  and  numbers  of  women  dressed  ii 
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onrning,  followed  tlie  procession  to  the  grave, 
eeping  as  they  went.  There,  again,  a  portion 
’  Scripture  was  read  and  prayer  offered  ;  and 
3  the  clods  were  falling  upon  the  coffin-lid,  a 
tousand  voices  broke  out  singing,  with  thril- 
ng  effect : — • 

y  Jesus,  I  love  Thee,  I  know  Thou  art  mine, 
or  Thee  all  the  pleasures  of  sin  I  resign; 
y  gracious  Redeemer,  my  Saviour,  art  Thou, 
ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  ’tis  now. 

love  Thee,  because  Thou  hast  first  loved  me, 
nd  purchased  my  pardon  on  Calvary’s  tree; 
love  Thee  for  wearing  the  thorns  on  Thy  brow, 
ever  1  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  ’tis  now. 

will  love  Thee  in  life,  I  will  love  Thee  in  death, 

Ind  praise  Thee  as  long  as  Thou  lendest  me  breath: 
nd  say.  when  the  death-dew  lies  cold  on  my  brow, 
ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  ’tis  now. 

|t  mansions  of  glory  and  endless  delight, 
ill  ever  adore  Thee  in  the  haven  of  light; 

II  sing  with  the  glittering  crown  on  my  brow, 

5  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  ’tis  now. 

1 

Thus  again  was  heard  an  unexpected  echo, 
j  'hat  meant  all  that  homage  to  a  plain  working 
;  an  ?  It  was,  doubtless,  the  Master  calling  for 
k  testimony  to  the  worth  of  his  servant.  The 
a  stimony  was  freely  and  touchingly  given. 
(  The  righteous  shall  be  in  everlasting  remem- 
K  ance.” — Psalm  cxii,  6. 

jj  On  the  Lord’s  Pay  following  a  funeral  ser¬ 
in  was  preached  in  Hilltown  Free  Church — 
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the  church  of  which  he  was  a  member.  The 
attendance  was  so  great  as  to  render  it  neces¬ 
sary  to  conduct  the  service  in  a  neigboring  field. 
Nearly  three  thousand  were  present.  The  text 
was  Gen.  v,  24,  “  And  Enoch  walked  with  God, 
and  he  was  not,  for  God  took  him.”  At  thep 
close  of  the  discourse  the  preacher,  after  de¬ 


scribing 


Annan’s  conversion,  spoke  as  fol-fi 


lows : — 

“  Ilis  decision  of  character  is  worthy  of  note 
He  was  naturally  warm  of  temperament,  and 
resolute  of  will  ;  impulsive,  vehement,  and  im-le 
petuous.  On  his  conversion,  all  this  force  of 
character  was  consecrated  to  the  service  of  God 
In  his  praying  he  seemed  to  be  taking  the  king¬ 
dom  of  heaven  by  violence  ;  and  in  his  preach¬ 
ing  you  would  have  thought  that,  brooking  nof 
denial,  he  would  then  and  there  have  all  his}1, 
hearers  accept  of  offered  grace.  His  spirituality  L 
was  deep-toned  and  genuine.  He  studied  the  ( 
Word  of  God  incessantly ;  his  Bible  was  his,  . 
constant  companion.  He  spent  much  of  his-  , 


time  in  prayer ;  long  watches  of  the  night 


often  passed  whilst  he  tarried  at  the  mercjd 
seat,  pleading  not  only  for  himself,  but  for 
others. 

“  When  special  services  were  being  held  in 
the  church  or  in  the  town,  Robert  would  some¬ 
times  spend  a  whole  night  alone  with  God.  His 
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zeal  -was" a  steady  flame.  His  love  to  men’s 
souls  was  intensely  fervent.  Especially  did  he 
pity  and  care  for  those  for  whom  no  man  cared. 
‘  I  know  not  how  it  is,’  he  said  to  me,  ‘hut  I 
feel  a  constant  hunger  and  thirst  for  saving 
poor  drunkards  and  harlots.’ 

“  He  had  strong  faith,  and  never  seemed  to 
despair  of  the  recovery  of  the  worst.  His  cour¬ 
age  was  never  daunted.  I  do  not  think  he  ever 
knew  fear.  He  did  not  weary  in  well-doing. 
Ilis  efforts  for  the  good  of  others  were  in  a  great 
degree  self-denying.  Almost  every  night,  and 
several  times  every  Sabbath,  he  would  go  out 
to  speak  or  pray  somewhere.  Often  last  winter 
did  he  stand  with  the  snow  to  his  knees,  and 
with  streaming  eyes  plead  with  men  to  turn  to 
the  Lord  and  live.  Instead  of  resting  after  his 
dajr’s  toil,  he  would  go  away  out  to  the  exhaust¬ 
ing  but  delightful  work  of  seeking  to  save  the 
lost.  Whilst  thus  employed  he  did  not  neglect 
other  duties. 

“  He  was  a  faithful  servant,  an  obliging  neigh- 
oor,  and  he  cared  for  his  family’s  welfare. 
Sometimes  b  i  spoke  to  me  with  tears  about  his 
ittle  children.  I  have  gone  to  his  house  and 
'ound  him  with  his  Bible  on  one  knee  and  his 
oabe  on  the  other.  He  was  helping  his  wife. 
When  wearied  beyond  measure,  he  would  lie 
down  with  the  cradle-string  in  his  hand,  resting 
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himself  whilst  he  rocked  the  child.  His  progress 
in  the  Christian  life  was  constant  and  markers 
lie  longed  to  be  holy.  Once  when  I  took  occ;  a 
sion  to  point  out  what  I  deemed  an  error,  h  „ 
thanked  me  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  and  warmlje] 
grasping  my  hand,  said,  ‘  That  is  the  very  thin  \ 

Tl 


that  lias  been  hindering  my  growth  in  grace.’ 


“  His  usefulness  was  great.  He  will  be  misse 
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by  many.  4  There  is  nobody  now  to  care  fc 
my  soul,’  said  a  poor  woman,  as  she  wept  an 
looked  on  the  dead  body  of  this  remarkabl 
man.  Not  a  few  attribute  their  conversion  t  ^ 
his  instrumentality.  He  died  the  death  of 
hero.  He  lost  his  life  in  saving  the  life  o 
another. 

“Farewell,  brave  spirit.  Another  light  i 
quenched  on  earth  ;  another  star  shines  in  glor 
Another  voice  is  hushed  in  the  Church  belov 
another  voice  now  joins  in  the  song  abov 
There  is  one  servant  of  God  fewer  on  eart 
there  is  one  more  to  serve  in  heaven.  Farewel 
brave  soul  we  shall  meet  again.  Till  time 
done,  and  the  heavens  be  no  more,  my  brothe 
I  bid  thee  farewell.’’ 

Throughout  the  service  the  deepest  solemnit 
prevailed.  And  when  at  the  close  the-preachi 
referred  to  the  much  missed  brother,  now  absei 
from  the  body  but  present  with  the  Lord,  tl 
vast  assembly  gave  way  to  emotion,  strong  mi 
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weeping  in  silence,  while  many  of  the  women 
sobbed  aloud.  It  was  a  memorable  day ;  and 
as  there  was  more  than  mere  natural  feeling  at 
work,  the  result  will  be  more  permanent  than 
emotion,  and  more  precious  even  than  tears. 
What  was  all  this  but  the  echo  of  that  manly 
roice  which  had  so  often  proclaimed  salvation 
on  the  cold  streets,  and  plead  for  sinners  at  the 
midnight  hour  ? 

It  was  suggested  that  a  fund  should  be 
raised  by  public  subscription  for  the  relief  of 
;he  widow  and  orphans.  Through  the  instru¬ 
mentality  of  several  gentlemen  well  known 
n  this  town,  whose  efforts  were  beyond  all 
praise,  and  backed  by  the  influence  of  the 
Dundee  Advertiser ,  the  fund  speedily  became, 
ander  God’s  blessing,  a  great  success.  Money 
poured  in  from  all  quarters,  town  and  country, 
from  wealthy  men  and  working  men  alike — the 
latter  having  formed  an  “Annan  Fund  Com¬ 
mittee,”  whose  generous  efforts  have  not  yet 
entirely  ceased.  One  of  the  first  to  bring  his 
subscription  was  a  man  who  had  often  abused 
Robert  while  preaching ;  his  liberality  and  his 
:ears  now  told  another  tale.  Many  of  the  poor, 
'or  whose  welfare  he  had  so  lovingly  toiled, 
Drought  their  contributions  also !  some,  indeed, 
ill  the  money  they  had  in  the  world.  The 
xmount  quickly  rose  to  five  hundred  pounds. 
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This  surely  was  the  finger  of  God.  Robert 
Annan  had  sought  no  earthly  recompense  ;  but 
his  gracious  Master  threw  the  arms  of  his 
loving-kindness  around  the  orjihans  and  the 
widow,  and  proved  the  truth  of  his  own  word, 
“  Leave  thy  fatherless  children,  I  will  preserve 
them  alive  ;  and  let  thy  widows  trust  in  me.” — 
Jer.  xlix,  11. 

The  impressions  made  by  his  death  were  nu¬ 
merous,  varied  and  deep.  One  man  was  found 
lying  on  the  grave  and  weeping.  “  I  have  been 
a  very  wicked  man,”  he  said,  “  but  the  grace 
of  God,  perhaps,  will  do  for  me  what  it  did  for 
Robert  Annan.  Noble  Robert  Annan  !  I  wish  I 
were  like  you.”  Couttie’s  Wynd  was  a  Bockim  ; 
several  were  awakened,  and  some  who  had  been 
halting  between  two  opinions  took  up  the  cross 
and  began  to  follow  Jesus.  A  girl  of  the  street, 
who  had  heard  him  preach  on  the  last  Sabbath 
of  his  life,  came  crying  and  saying,  “  Oh!  I 
canna  get  rest ;  I  canna  get  rest.  I  think  I 
hear  him  yet.  The  wa’  o’  the  hoose  is  cryin’ 
oot  against  me,  as  he  said  it  wucl  do  :  an’  the 
very  stanes  o’  the  street  are  aye  condemnin’  me. 
O  what’ll  I  do  ?  what’ll  I  do  ?” 

Many  of  the  godly  were  stirred  up  to  seek 
greater  devotedness  to  the  Lord,  and  loftier 
attainments  in  grace.  Some,  who  till  this  time 
had  been  idlers  in  the  vineyard,  have  begun  to 
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i  work  for  Christ ;  whilst  those  who  had  been 
toiling  amidst  many  discouragements,  have  been 
incited  to  greater  boldness  and  zeal.  An  im¬ 
pulse  has  thus  been  given  to  evangelistic  effort ; 
and,  as  the  result,  souls  are  being  added  to  the 
Lord.  It  appears  that  our  Christian  hero  has, 
like  Samson,  accomplished  more  by  his  death 
than  by  all  the  labors  of  his  life.  Such  were 
some  of  the  echoes  of  his  departing  steps,  as  he 
passed  from  earth  to  heaven, — idlers  in  the 
vineyard  stirred  up  to  work,  faithful  laborers 
incited  to  double  their  diligence,  slumbering 
formalists  startled,  careless  sinners  arrested, 
waverers  brought  to  decision,  and  souls  saved. 
Results  such  as  these  are  surely  worth  dying 
for  ;  more  blessed  echoes  no  saint  of  God  could 
ever  wish  to  leave  behind  him. 

Reader,  you  see  how  much  may  be  accom¬ 
plished  by  a  single  talent  faithfully  employed. 
Of  learning  Robert  Annan  had  none  ;  gifts  of 
intellect  were  not  his ;  of  eloquence  he  knew 
nothing  ;  wealth,  influence,  office,  or  command¬ 
ing  position  never  fell  to  his  lot.  One  talent, 
however,  he  certainly  possessed,  and  that  was 
an  indomitable  will.  He  refused  to  be  driven 
from  his  purpose ;  difficulties  only  stimulated 
his  spirit  to  more  energetic  action,  and  he  was 
not  to  be  turned  aside  either  by  cowardly  fears 
i  or  worldly  bribes.  A  resolute  will  sanctified  by 
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the  Spirit,  sustained  bjr  prayer,  and  guided  by  a 
single  eye,  was  the  basis  of  bis  Christian  charac¬ 
ter,  the  spring  of  his  courage,  his  zeal,  and  his 
perseverance,  and  the  secret  under  God  of  his 
power  and  success.  He  walked  so  closely  with 
God  that  he  coidd  hardly  have  failed  of  great 
usefulness.  Writing  to  a  young  man  who  is 
studying  with  a  view  to  the  ministry,  he  says, 
“  If  God’s  servants  are  to  be  useful,  they  must 
be  holy  and  devoted  to  the  work.  God  will  not 
honor  unholy  men  in  the  ministry.  Oh  !  to  he 
single-eyed  in  the  Master’s  service  !  Oh !  to 
seek  the  glory  of  God,  and  not  the  praise  of  men 
— to  have  a  childlike  trust  in  the  faithfulness  of 
our  heavenly  Father,  to  live  near,  yea,  to  lean 
on  the  very  bosom  of  Jesus,  and  be  filled  with 
His  spirit ;  then  shall  we  be  instrumental  in 
saving  souls,  and  then  shall  we  be  able  to  smile 
at  the  taunts  and  frowns  of  an  ungodly  world.” 

By  means  of  his  one  talent,  his  single  eye  and 
unceasing  prayer,  he  was  made  a  blessing  to 
all  classes  of  people.  One  night  he  met  a  pro¬ 
fessing  Christian  who  lacked  assurance.  Robert 
did  not  leave  him  until  he  was  filled  with  the 
joy  of  the  Spirit’s  testimony  to  his  sonship. 
Another  night,  as  he  returned  from  a  meeting, 
he  hailed  a  company  of  believers.  “  Are  you 
all  saved  ?”  was  his  question.  They  replied  in 
the  affirmative.  His  searching  glance  fell  upon 
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them,  and  he  asked  'with  great  solemnity,  “Dear 
friends,  are  you  all  saved  for  eternity  ?”  More 
slowly  came  the  second  reply,  “Me  believe  we 
are.”  “Well,”  said  Robert,  “give  all  the  glory 
to  God and  then  passed  on.  There  was  some¬ 
thing  awe-inspiring  in  his  manner ;  and  that 
little  knot  of  believers  dispersed  to  their  several 
homes  and  to  their  closets  to  examine  themselves, 
and  give  diligence  to  make  their  calling  and 
election  sure.  Men,  his  superiors  in  intellect 
education,  and  position,  were  not  ashamed  to 
take  a  leaf  out  of  his  book.  A  minister  of  the 
gospel  in  a  certain  parish  where  Robert  had 
conducted  a  series  of  successful  meetings,  wras 
awakened  by  the  zeal  of  the  simple  evangelist, 
and  immediately  began  to  preach  and  pray,  and 
labor  for  the  good  of  souls  as  he  had  never 
done  before.  On  meeting  any  of  his  flock,  in¬ 
stead  of  discoursing  on  -worldly  topics  as  for¬ 
merly,  he  began  to  say,  “  How  is  it  with  your 
precious  soul  ?”  The  people  were  all  amazed, 
the  godly  were  delighted,  and  the  results, 
it  cannot  be  doubted,  will  be  lasting  as 
eternity. 

Christian  Reader,  have  you  only  one  talent? 
Be  encouraged.  Lay  it  on  the  mercy-seat  beside 
the  blood ;  plead  incessantly  for  power  to  em¬ 
ploy  it  faithfully,  and  you  shall  not  live  in  vain. 
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So  did  Robert  Annan.  “  Go  thou  and  do  like¬ 


wise. 


One  thing  is  written,  as  with  a  sunbeam,  on 
the  life  of  this  man  ;  it  is  this,  the  grace  of  God 
can  save  the  chief  of  sinners.  How  was  it  that 
he  who,  in  the  wantonness  of  mischief,  had  more 
than  once  felled  a  man  like  an  ox,  learnt  to 
repay  cursing  and  blows  with  blessing  and  kind¬ 
ness  ?  How  was  it  that  he  who  in  Canada  was 
prevented  from  committing  murder  by  the  im¬ 
mediate  interposition  of  Divine  Providence,  be- 


it” 
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came  so  loving  and  so  insatiable  in  his  desires 


for  doing  good  that  he  often  said,  “  I  think  I  fe 
could  not  live  unless  I  now  and  then  saw  some  a 
sinners  brought  to  Jesus?”  How  came  it  to  ? 
pass  that  he  who  had  revelled  in  all  manner  of  e 
grossest  sin,  and  had  in  his  desperate  wicked-  1 
ness  labored  to  obliterate  from  his  heart  the  h 
last  trace  of  belief  in  a  Divine  Being,  became  so  3 
pure  and  holy  that  his  highest  ambition  was  to  - 
be  like  Jesus,  and  his  supreme  happiness  lay  in  '■ 
communion  with  God  ?  What  is  the  explana- 
tion  of  that  change  from  infidelit}'  to  faith,  from  & 
cruelty  to  mercy,  from  hatred  to  love,  and  from  - 
utter  depravity  to  holiness  ?  The  answer  is 
plain  :  he  was  horn  again.  On  the  night  on  t 
which  he  was  awakened,  he  rushed  into  the 
house,  where  but  a  few  days  previously  he  had  j 
stoutly  and  with  scorn  denied  the  doctrine  of 
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egeneration  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  exclaimed, 

■  Tell  me  about  the  New  Birth.  I  see  now  I 
aust  be  born  again  if  I  am  to  be  saved.  Oh  1 
riiat  a  hard  heart  I  have  !  Nothing  will  melt 
t.”  He  sought  and  obtained  the  fulfilment  of 
his  gracious  promise,  “  Then  will  I  sprinkle 
lean  water  upon  you,  and  ye  shall  be  clean  : 
rom  all  your  filthiness,  and  from  all  your  idols 
rill  I  cleanse  you.  A  new  heart  also  will  I 
;ive  you,  and  a  new  spirit  will  I  put  within 
■ou ;  and  I  will  take  away  the  stony  heart  out 
f  your  flesh,  and  I  will  give  you  an  heart  of 
iesh.  And  I  will  put  my  Spirit  within  you,  and 
ause  you  to  walk  in  my  statutes,  and  ye  shall 
:eep  my  judgments  and  do  them.” — Ezek. 
ixxvi,  25-27. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  remark  that  Robert 
Lnnan  was  not  without  faults.  Sometimes  in 
is  manner  he  was  blunt  to  rudeness,  stern  to 
.arshness,  and  hasty  to  impatience.  His  rough¬ 
ness,  however,  fitted  him  for  the  rough  work 
iis  Master  gave  him  to  do  ;  and  his  faults  were 
hose  of  a  straightforward  and  thoroughly  honest 
aan.  None  who  knew  him  could  conceive  his 
loing  a  mean  action,  or  in  any  circumstances 
elling  a  lie.  His  faults  grew  less  and  less  to 
he  close  of  his  life,  till  at  length  a  singular 
weetness  and  gentleness  characterized  his  spirit 
nd  manner.  We  need  not  marvel  at  his  re- 
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markable  growth  in  grace,  when  we  reflect  tha 
the  key-note  of  his  Christian  life  is  found  in  tb  1 
following  extract,  pasted  on  the  fly-leaf  of  hi  ' 
well-worn  Bible : — 

'  ® 

“  I  will  therefore  just  name  a  few  of  thoS'  1 
things  which  every  true  Christian  can  safel; 
pray  for — the  knowledge  of  our  complete  accept 
ance  in  Jesus,  a  more  decided  growth  and  grac( 
increase  of  holiness,  greater  spirituality  of  mind 
more  devotedness  to  God,  stronger  faith  in  hi 
word,  more  habitual  reliance  upon  Christ  fo 
all  things,  a  spirit  of  grace  and  supplication, : 
conscience  increasingly  tender,  a  greater  regari 
for  God’s  glory  than  our  own  advantage,  a  mor 
grateful  heart  for  our  numerous  unmerite' 
mercies,  the  enjoyment  of  every  new  covenan 
blessing,  a  more  growing  hatred  to  sin  an' 
more  steady  resistance  of  it  even  in  its  firs 
approaches,  to  be  enabled  to  bear  a  more  decide' 
testimony  before  the  world  of  the  truth  amt 
importance  of  religion,  and  furnish  cleare 
evidence  of  our  being  the  children  and  servant 
of  God.” 

Reader,  are  you  born  again?  .Are  yoi 
washed  in  the  blood  of  Jesus  ?  Once,  whe; 

Robert  Annan  preached  at  A - ,  a  younj 

man,  trembling  with  alarm,  came  up  am 
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icknowledged  that  he  was  not  saved.  “  Then,” 
said  the  faithful  evangelist,  “  if  you  die  as  you 
ire,  you  will  drop  into  hell.”  “  True,  true,” 
»vas  the  young  man’s  reply.  “  Well,  then,  flee 
;o  the  Refuge,  you  may  die  to-night.”  But  he 
vent  away  saying,  “  Oh !  surely  I  won’t  die  so 
soon.”  In  a  few  days,  without  any  apparent 
:hange,  he  was  called  to  meet  God  at  the  judg- 
nent  bar,  and  now  his  state  is  fixed,  and  that 
'orever. 

“  Procrastination,”  said  a  great  preacher, 
;  is  the  recruiting  officer  of  hell.  Reader, 
‘  Now  is  the  accepted  time,  behold,  now  is  the 
,.lay  of  salvation.” 

Return,  O  wanderer,  to  thy  home, 

The  Saviour  calls  for  thee: 

No  longer  now  an  exile  roam 
In  guilt  and  misery. 

Return,  0  wanderer,  to  thy  home, , 

’Tis  Jesus  calls  for  thee; 

The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  say,  Come; 

0  now  for  refuge  flee ! 

Return,  0  wanderer,  to  thy  home,', 

’Tis  madness  to  delay; 

There  are  no  pardons  in  the  tomb, 

And  brief  is  mercy’s  day. 
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A  friend  deeply  interested  in  the  work  o 
God,  in  which  he  had  taken  an  active  pa: 
during  the  years  1859-GO,  had  the  followin 
printed  for  very  extensive  circulation.  Robei 
Annan  made  large  use  of  it,  and  God  blessed 
to  precious  souls.  Much  fruit  has  since  bee 
gathered  in  Dundee,  and  through  the  lane 
What  was  written  then  is  equally  fitted  for  t< 
day. 
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My  dear  Fellow-sinner, — You  have  hear 
of  the  Revival,  and  about  the  wonderful  thine 
which  the  great  God  did  for  us  in  Scotian 
some  time  ago.  Many  have  reviled  God 
blessed  work  ;  and  I  wish  to  tell  you  somethin 
of  the  truth  about  it. 

You  know  that  many  people  come  from  tl 
church  the  same  as  they  go  to  it;  the  Wor 


does  not  touch  their  consciences,  and  the 


remain  under  the  power  of  sin  and  Satan — o 
death  and  hell !  This  used  to  be  very  muc 
the  way  among  us  until  lately ;  but  the  God  c 
love  visited  us,  and  manifested  the  power  o 
his  life-giving  Spirit  upon  the  dead  souls  o 
men. 


, 
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In  some  places  you  might  see  the  solemn 
ght  of  hundreds  weeping  for  their  sins,  and 
Peking  Jesus.  And  ah !  what  a  sweet  change 
is  taken  place  on  many  !  The  high  looks  of 
le  proud  have  been  brought  down  ;  dead  for- 
alists  have  become  living  Christians  ;  wor- 
lippers  of  Mammon  have  been  changed  into 
vers  of  God  ;  the  blasphemous  tongues  of  the 
'ofane  have  been  made  to  sing  God’s  praise ; 
'unkards  have  cast  from  them  the  cup  of  devils, 
id  have  taken  the  cup  of  salvation ;  unclean 
irsons,  who  used  to  be  the  slaves  of  lust,  and 
le  very  dregs  of  human  kind,  are  now  sitting 
;  the  feet  of  Jesus  ;  and  some  who  were  ring- 
aders  in  every  form  of  sin,  are  now  bold  and 
len  and  unflinching  in  the  service  of  Christ, 
ren  as  they  once  were  shameless  and  hard- 
jarted  in  the  service  of  the  Wicked  One. 
"any,  who  formerly  were  dead  in  sin,  are  now 
ving  in  the  grace  of  Jesus,  in  the  love  of 
;  od,  in  the  communion  of  the  Spirit,  and  in 
!  ie  hope  of  Heaven ! 

:  Dear  fellow-sinner,  do  you  not  think  that  you 
1  led  such  a  change  as  this  ?  And  do  j'ou  not 
'  link  that  all  our  towns,  and  villages,  and  par- 
,  hes,  stand  in  need  of  such  a  glorious  work  of 
;  od  among  their  perishing  thousands  ? 

I  am  sure  j’ou  must  see  that  if  the  Bible  be 
ue,  the  multitudes  everywhere  are  on  the 
'  ghway  to  hell.  Many  are  fighting  for  wealth 
;  if  they  had  an  eternal  lease  of  life.  Many 
e  as  proud  as  if  they  were  not  heirs  of  wrath. 

1  ultitudes  follow  Satan  blindly,  and  are  mur- 
1  red  for  eternity.  Multitudes  take  the  name 
the  Lord  God  in  vain.  Multitudes  crowd  into 
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the  tippling-honses,  -which  are  Satan’s  shambh 
the  open  mouths  of  hell ! 

Young  men  and  young  women,  think  of  i 
Tippling-house  keepers  think  of  it,  and  gi 
hack  your  licence  ;  or,  if  you  are  still  resolv 
to  retail  for  the  devil,  oh  1  write,  for  the  sa 
of  miserable  souls,  above  your  doors,  “ 
SHORT  ROAD  TO  TIIE  PIT.” 

How  many  stagger  along  to  the  Pit !  H< 
many  wait  and  walk  about  to  see  if  Satan  v 
buy  their  souls  for  a  lewd  companion  1  Ah,  Sat 
is  quick  to  strike  so  good  a  bargain !  He  oft 
buys  souls  cheap . 

Sinner !  is  this  state  of  things  to  continu 
It  cannot  continue.  Mercy  or  judgment  m\ 
end  it.  The  land  is  ripe  for  Christ’s  atoni 
blood,  or  for  God’s  devouring  Avrath.  Sinn< 
must  repent  and  be  saved,  or  go  on  and 
damned.  There  is  no  middle  ground  to  sta 
upon.  The  blood  of  Jesus  and  the  power 
the  Holy  Ghost  are  the  only  refuge.  To  tin 
turn  at  once,  while  God  waiteth  to  be  gracio 
and  putteth  a  drag  upon  the  wheels  of  v 
geance.  And  oh  !  beware  of  delusive  remedi 

There  is  one  remedy,  and  there  is  one  only 
the  blood  of  God’s  only  begotten  Son,  and  1 
almighty  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  The  bio 
of  Immanuel  can  cleanse  a  world  from 
iniquity ;  it  can  wash  the  blackest  sinner  in 
whiter  than  the  snow.  The  Spirit  of  the  Lc 

is  not  straitened . He  can  awaken  1 

consciences  of  thousands,  and  cause  them 
cry  out  as  one  man,  “  Woe  is  me !  I  am  i 
done!”  “Lord  save  me,  I  perish.” 

Fellow-sinner,  it  is  time  to  seek  the  Loi 
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ao  shall  say  it  is  not?  Oh,  blinded  sinner i 
1  you  stand  in  the  piercing  flames  of  -wrath? 
n  you  find  the  fire  of  hell  a  downy  bed  ?  Can 
a  meet  Jehovah  when  the  great  day  of  his 
atli  is  come?  Awake  from  your  sleep;  it  is 
Jeep  on  the  edge  of  a  precipice!  Turn  to 
d  now.  Come  out  of  the  Satan-bound  mul- 
ide;  cast  yourself  at  the  feet  of  Jesus;  re- 
ve  the  Holy  Ghost. 

3od  is  now  waiting  to  be  gracious;  but  if 
1  refuse  his  love,  you  must  endure  his  wrath ; 
yrou  reject  Jesus  as  a  Saviour,  you  must  meet 
in  as  a  Judge;  if  you  will  not  submit  to 
m,  and  follow  Him  to  heaven,  you  must  sub- 
j  to  Him  at  last,  and  be  driven  from  his 
ssed  presence  into  the  company  of  devils 
1  the  damned ! 

)h,  dear  sinner!  will  God’s  love  not  move 
i  ?  will  the  wounds  and  blood  of  God's  own 
a  not  break  your  heart  ?  Yield,  oh,  yield  to 
j  d,  and  be  saved.  .  .  .  , 

[  have  spoken  plainly,  as  I  would  not  be- 
irged  with  the  blood  of  souls  ;  and  praying 
j  your  salvation, 

I  am,  dear  fellow-sinner, 

YOUR  SINCERE  ERIEXD. 

Terily,  verily,  I  say  unto  thee,  except  a  man  he  horn 
j  again,  he  cannot  see  the  kingdom  of  God." 


